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0. 863—Debonair Suit in 


e-resistant rayon 

e. A dandy suit with 

ling collar, jaunty cuffs 
ng hipline! The 

t gives a slim look to 
brown, navy or grey. 


Sizes:9-17 
10-20 


1238 


Sizes: 38-46 


13.98 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY & 
ZONE 


Style No. 1854—Sculptured 
Rayon Crepe with luxurious 
jewelled pin. No accident 
that this dress is called 
“Venus”, for it does amazing 
things for your figure! 

Its artfully shirred 
sweetheart neckline ‘is a 
perfect foil for jewels. 

\. Black, navy, toast. 


Style No. 889—A superb rich 
looking Cape with scalloped £ 
In Mink, Sable, Steel Grey, or 
Silver Blue dyed Rabbit. Adds 
luxurious note to everything 
you own. Wear it with your s 
dresses, formals . . . wear i 
Fall, Winter, Summer, Spring 
Precious and practical ... 
it’s fully lined. 


$5 deposit required o 


Sizes: 12-20, F 
29.98 plus 6.00 tax ou 


Sizes: 38-46, 
34.98 plus 7.00 tax 4) 
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For your money... YOU DESERVE A HOWARD ORIGINAL! 


—_ is : » the pair 
660. BRAID CHIGNON 400: PAGE BOY 100: PONY TAIL 225: FAN CURLS 751. FEATHER HALO CURLS 
Pes os» + wth pone A Thick, regular length 12” Newest hair sensation for 2 lovely ear puffs of tiny Lustrous double thick circle? 
oie tn haa, Gadaes es Oeil — boy, with invis- et go sag ene —_ in curls. Wear in back or up- of feather curls. It's natural 
J ’ " single wavy hunian hair. ; " ing. 
twist. 666: Extra thick.. 6.9§ 401: Xtra heavy, large .. 3.75 . re ey nore 


100% GENUINE HUMAN HAIR 











WY . sOrrees FS 


HAND STYLED 
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The pair —_ 715: HOWARD CHIGNON 
200: BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS Lustrous hair covers plump 











765: CURL GLAMOUR BOB 150: SINGLE STEMLESS BRAID 425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE BOY 

bn y= aca covers - tone. phomyp wd versatile. 2 rows es curls. Make 1 Smart coif, wear-side, back- a Wear on top, side 
P : Xtra thi ll feat Is. f d ing. : 

766: Extra long and heavy 17.95 a oe oe as: pa loom. * veh 6.95 pod > ee 725: Thicker and larger. .4.95 






WHEN YOU WEAR A HOWARD HAIRPIECE—YO 
ia ; : mal SJ 












411: PAGE BOY-CURLS 


~ 


. 550: HOWARD BOB 
304: FRENCH BANG 


630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS 


572: FEATHER CURLS 
For short look in soft natural Glamorous shoulder length Versatile lustrous curls. Wear Double thick page boy 12” 
Newest bang sensation—es- curls. hairpiece of wavy curls. 3 on top, sideways or in back. wide plus cluster of curls for 
pecially flatters high fore- 571: Xtra heavy, 7” wide.3.95 rows invisible weave. 629: Xtra heavy, Xtra large 5.95 front of head. 








head. Attaches easily! 


fit better! LL-OVER FULL CAP WiG: 


look better ! 
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9125: FASCINATION WIG 8100: THE DARLING 


Q ab ait 
p12: HARLEQ™ pink, 1725: MELODY SCHMATION WIG =F ictest short feather-cut 
G In Lovely wig with Fit-Rite | oj) over wig. A Howard 


QUEEN hese are a ik frames. (Alluring wig with pert : ] 
GR-5S: gy in Black, a. Brown OF Blac bangs and casual waves. oui of PoemaGest original. 


Genuine Blue or Green. Clear lenses: 
Brown, Pinted lenses. 
ear < 











B 21: Now you can 
——S _ cover grey or unsightly 
a §@6© hhair—safely and easily. Just 

comb the:hair until it takes on the 
desired depth of color. Not a hair dye, 
the color washes out easily with shampooing. 
Color won't rub off — always looks natural. 






Medium Brown, Light Brown or Auburn. 
@eeeeeeveae2ee2ee@e20280202808080808 


GR-52: BOU decorated \\\ Men as well as women find this a remarkable 
GR-17: TOP BOP a- | Wrought gold Brown, Blue way to cover greying temples, etc. Available 
y he Black, or tinted [# in the following colors: Black, Dark Brown, 

@ 











































HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. AT-10 . 
317 West 125th Street, New York 27, N. Y. e 
Please send me the following items as indicated ~ 

Style Quan. Description Price 
. 
BO o 
BOP GR-14: joerg 1 Oo © 

.D ig Multi-co' sia Send C.O.D. 
GR-4S: DUEE Or eculine This pink or © Oar. jenses. (J 1 enclose full amount $............, You pay postage. e 
A fatrown - Black frames- | 4 mes. Cleat od : (1) 1 enclose $1.00 deposit, I'll pay postman balance. e 
bop in ses. . . proo’ 
Clear or tinted — COST! Leatherette Case, 1 voor from ° 
T f lens 
FREE ot et — replocemant © VISIT OUR SI ss onibccienkinsipiopsoUeaadenamuerenia dee mnanhs tubcunieuatigatisoninriendimiyigs & 
purchase date. G! FACTORY IIE csensvcvsvesucetansssensestapttaieianiodteheioesimsveescnuanssinemnetiinit & 
for FREE CATALO SHOWROOM [o, sae ee . 
Send for Check hair calors desired: [_) I enclose ‘ 

OC Jet Black 0 om a 









h rd 317 WEST 125th STREET Dept 
O W a tT€SSES New YorK 27,N.Y. AT-10 











New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST GDOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


° Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 


* Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

° The only leading deodorant that contains 
no water to dry out or decrease its efh- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

° Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
EE ee rT en ene ee eee 19 


Leetha was a grasping, conniving woman. She warned Vic that falling in love 
with her would bring disaster, but Vic’s passion blinded him completely. 


SN SEPT PETC E CELE ETT TT CET COTES re eee 26 
When Ann found out her husband was cheating, she made up her mind to wait 
and hope for revenge. Yet when it came, she wasn’t really happy. 


I oS 5s alan ew hashiain wiih o avip hibiacd nab dubabalaie aaa a Wb eine ads 30 
Shirley seemed about to turn out to be as bad as her mother. But, just in 
time, she was rescued when a man who genuinely loved her came along. 


hie niin ius nad Milea de pa hee heb eee nReaaad tian 32 
Two men who loved the same woman sailed the high seas with hatred seething 
in their hearts. When danger struck, they became friends. 


so «sale een ict pare fbi ns iep gn ae plains hd iee aie 34 
Everyone in town called Rusty a wild girl, but the talk really went around 
when she tried to make her teacher fall in love with her. 


EAT. «5, crc cielen ions: 0s eine ai eoe a eis > accu e e R IO ee 36 
Leigh ran away from home and, in the big city, learned to make suckers of 
men. But she learned the lesson of her life when real love came along. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
Should Married Couples Have Twin Beds?...............0eeceeeeeeeeees 12 


Judy thought her husband didn’t love her because he had an obsession that 
twin beds were best. Silly argument, it seemed, but it stirred up an awful row. 


NS os. id sho Sake aed ee the eens «ke By Mrs. Earl Bostic 15 
Wife of outstanding tenor saxist-bandleader went to high school with him, but 
didn’t rate his attention until ten years later when he popped the question. 


Woman’s Place Is Not In The Home............... By Mrs, Louis Armstrong 22 
W herever Louis Armstrong goes his wife travels by his side. They both like 
it. For woman’s place, she says, is at the side of the man you love. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


LIKES ORIENTAL WOMEN 


I have been reading letters to the editor and 
| think I have something to say, too, about 
your wonderful Tan. I have been reading 
your TAN ever since you first put them out. 
Now I am in Korea and can’t buy them at the 
newsstand, but my two sisters, Frances and 
Dorothy, keep me supplied with them. I have 
been in Korea and Japan 13 months now and 
I think the people of the Orient 2re wonder- 
ful people, especially the women. 

They care a lot about our boys and that 
makes me feel good. So, what I am trying to 
say is | would like to see more stories printed 
about the Oriental women and the American 
GI's. 

Pfc. Richard B. Barnett 
Pusan, Korea 


DINAH WASHINGTON 


In regard to Miss Dinah Washington’s story 
in your last publication, to me it is very 
funny. If she wrote the story then she is 
very comical and her money doesn’t change 
the fact. Her story was double talk, towards 
a healthy solution. Whatever her anticipa- 
tions are she had better first come to an un- 
derstanding with herself, not comparing her 
misfortunes with the other lot as was written 
in her story. That is if there is still hope. 
Reality and simplicity go hand in hand, only 
persons complicate them. 

Marriage is like a growing concern, the 
cornerstone of its success depends upon its 
treatments, it being the means of our living. 
We know neglect will lead to complications 
somewhere in its tomorrows. Some _ people 
have been known to work as long as 12 to 15 
hours towards making it successful. How 
many work as hard toward marriage. 

The last of her story should have been the 
first. However she wanted fame, to have all 
the cake and to eat it all, too. If her story 
holds more than just water, her first husband 
should have had his chance. Finishing this 
letter | am going to the nearest place to hear 
one of her records. My intelligence is rather 
limited on music but | want to be convinced. 

Saul R. Lankford 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


SIX WHO SINNED 


I have just read your August issue and en- 
joyed it very much, as I have all the others. 
I always go over the magazine many times, 
taking in every article including the adver- 
tisements, but the article which impressed me 
the most was the one about “Six Who Sinned.” 

I thought it was so stupid for married cou- 
ples who thought it would be sophisticated to 
switch mates, especially when they were good 
friends, and for Mr. Claude that should have 
taught him a lesson for trying to be so smart. 
People that never come to any good end. 

Mae Clifford Bussey 
Buffalo, New York 


WANTS TO HEAR FROM GI 


I and my friend read in your May or June 
issue a letter from Pfc. Frederick Wilson in 
Korea. He enjoyed TAN so much that he 
expressed the desire of receiving them _per- 
sonally. We decided we'd send Pfc. Wilson 
our copy every month as we only threw them 
away. On the 28th day of May we sent Pfc. 
Wilson an airmail letter and box containing 
copies of Tan, Esony, Jet and other Negro 
publications. Must have been about 20 or 25 
books in all. 

We haven’t heard from Mr. Wilson but we 
wondered if he received the books. Would 















It tastes better... deans teeth and 





breath better... reduces decay better. 
Its the New Ipana/ 


Two new scientific cleansing, 
purifying agents! 
It’s true! New Ipana gives you all 
the ingredients needed for effective 
mouth hygiene in a wonderfully re- 
freshing, non-staining tooth paste. 
Ipana’s two new cleansing agents 
actually clean better than any single 
tooth paste ingredient known. 
What’s more, they penetrate where 
even water can’t reach . . . to help 
keep your whole mouth cleaner, 
sweeter, healthier. 


You'll notice the difference 
New Ipana gives you all its won- 
derful benefits in a tooth paste with 
a sparkling new flavor .. . with new 
twice-as-rich foam. 


You'll notice the difference the 
very first time you use it. 


Product of 
Bristol-Myers 











POPULAR TV-RADIO STAR 
your name and 


. promptly mailed to 
conts in cash will be mirake advantage of this Sie only. 


family limits 
31, 1952. Linmived to One (pday. Offer 00d in comsinesss 


KIDS LOVE THE NEW 
'SPARKLE-FRESH’ FLAVOR! 






4 


; i. - i 
You'll be delighted with Ipana’s new, more 
refreshing flavor . . . and delighted at how the 
youngsters like to brush their teeth with it. New 
Ipana was voted far pleasanter to use by hun- 
dreds of men, women and children. 


New pleasanter way to combat bad breath 


and decay! 


Yes, you can freshen breath and reduce tooth decay 
more effectively with new Ipana. It not only stops 
mouth odor instantly, but stops it longer. And it 
gives you better protection from tooth decay. 


Take care of your gums! It’s a fact that brushing 
teeth from gum margins toward biting edges with 
new Ipana helps remove irritants that can lead to 
gum troubles. For teeth, breath, gums—use the new 
Ipana Tooth Paste. 









uD COLYER counter. 2. Mail 
tube of Ipana ot ae ee oat H-112, Box 
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BLEACHING 
CREAM 


GUARANTEES RESULTS FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best—makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “how lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!” 
FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 


contains no oil, no . 
Lightens skin and anes 
shine at the same 

time. 75¢ and $1.25. 





NaDINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever- 

, famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream is 
enri with fine cos- 
metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 








Learn Profitable Profession 
in QO days at Home 


class rooms. Write now for Ilustrated 
Book--FREE. 

3 The Cotlege of Swedish Massage 

5 Dept. 2667, 41 E. Pearson, Chicagoll 















Big Be ~Handsome Man's 
Masonic ixe King in Vettow 
Geld color with Two Brite White 
Sparklers on each side of Masonic 
Insignia. Send Ne Money! Send 
size or string. Pay postman C.0.D. 


‘e), # 
Ai 
), ZZ, 
4 $2.95 plus postage on delivery. 
aE LTS AE Sacistaction GUARANTEED. 


03295 eee 
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LLING REPLICAS or CENUINE 








ELLOW GOLD FILLED 
% plated). Perfectly 
tehed engagement and 

edding rings Gashing 

Jiamonds with 







1 eacn & 
4 BOTH FOR 
ter $9-35 

te 
end size or string. 
delivery plus 20% 
3 stage. Mon back in 1 

f not delighted. £&. $1 Nu- 
Perfume inciuded Free if you 

t e' 
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Love 
ORDE 
.. uM 








¢ 



















WORRIES IN 5 SECONDS 


Quick, easy Tintz Touch-up 


$ 00 Pencil colors gray, faded 
hair at roots, . tem- 

ples. Like lipstick. In metal 

PI.US swivel case. Won't rub off, 
TAX but washes out. SEND NO 


MONEY. Deposit with post - 
man on delivery only $1 plus 
tax and €.0.D. postage on 
guaraatee of satisfaction uo: 

Money Back. State shade: 
Bleck and Dark Brown. Mail order now to: 

TINTZ CO., 

Dept. 723-P, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicage |, Ill. 





Letters continued 


you mind paging Pfc. Wilson for us via “Let- 
ters to the Editor.” Of course we know a 
fellow can be quite busy in Korea. That’s for 
sure. Only thing is, our books are stacking 
up and if he is getting them we'd sure like 
to know. We'd love to send him more. 

So, Pfc. Frederick Wilson, somewhere in 
Korea, sound off. While I’m writing I must 
say | enjoyed “Six Who Sinned” and “Never 
Marry A Gambler” immensely. 

Miss Anita Bancos 
Mrs. I. M. White 
Hot Springs, Arkansas 


MIXED MARRIAGES 


I am writing in reply to Mrs. S. A. L.’s 
letter in reference to mixed marriages. 

Couples of mixed marriages can get along 
fine if left alone. If they were satisfied 
enough to get married why should others 
worry? It is mostly the crooked and warped 
mind of uneducated and prejudiced people 
who stir up the most trouble. Some of the 
older folks are the instigators of such trouble. 
The younger set is throwing off these chains 
of “I don’t like you because you are black 
or white.” 

In reference to the curse mentioned the 
Negro race is the only one cursed. If she 
read her Bible carefully she will find that all 
women are cursed. I would like for the good 
sister to know that there are very few white 
men who don’t make smart remarks at Negro 
women, even if they do try to act so high 
and mighty at times. 

Why should she worry about all men and 
who they marry? She can’t have but one 
man at a time, legally anyway. I know very 
well what I am talking about. I have lived 
in Georgia all my life. 

Mrs. F. K. 


Macon, Ga. 


I’m writing in regard to the letter that Mrs. 
S. A. L. of Warsaw, North Carolina wrote and 
it made my blood boil. I know mixed mar- 
riages that have worked in either case and 
either side they chose to live on. It’s up to the 
people to make their life comfortable or mis- 
erable. It’s the dumb people that cause such 
heartache and pain. If people would look 
at it from a different point of view they would 
see it, too. 

I wish I could see that lady face to face 
with her up north and I’d tell her a few 
things. And another thing tell Mrs. S. A. L. 
to come up north and I'll take her husband! 

Mr. Editor, I enjoy reading TAN very much 
but that letter got under my skin. 

Mrs. Shirley Sadler 
Cleveland, O. 


NEVER MARRY A GAMBLER 


I am a constant reader of your wonderful 
Tan Magazine. I find it very interesting to 
read. The article I enjoyed best in the Au- 
gust issue was “Never Marry A Gambler.” 
Keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Vina Mae Grayson 
Baton Rouge, La. 


SMALL-TOWN GIRLS 


I! am 15 and live in Des Moines, Iowa. I 
have been buying your magazine every month 
since Oct. 1951 and enjoy them very much. 

I read your story about small town girls and 
enjoyed the letters you received concerning 
that story. 

I would like to say you can’t find “angels 
in small towns or big cities, not in this day 
and year. But I think a small town girl gets 
excited because there are so many places to go 
and so many things to see, that she is wild for 
a while because she tries to take them all in 
at once. But she soon settles down. 
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I have experienced that when [ lived in 
California and I know what a small town girl 
goes through. 

Shirley Ray 
Des Moines, Iowa 


DEAD LOVER RETURNED 


The September issue of Tan was the first 
one I read in quite a while. I’ve read many 
stories from many books but I’ve never had 
one to take an effect on me as “My Dead 
Lover Returned.” I started reading that letter 
Fran was writing to Bill and I actually took a 
headache. My nerves got upset so badly I 
had to stop reading it. However, it wasn’t 
because I was too old or too young that I 
couldn’t take it, for I’m only 23 years old. 
That story was so interesting I just had to 
inform you of it. 

Eva Mae Pompey 
Albion, N. Y. 


TEEN TALK 


While reading the August publication of 
your book Tan I decided that I would read 
“Teen Talk” for a change. Finding it very 
interesting I thought | would read it to my 
friend who needs and has needed the advice 
for a long time. One of my nosey neighbors 
listening in took the hint and advice and so 
| haven’t had any more trouble from her since 
(that is, listening in-on my phone calls). 

Keep up the good work. 

A Constant Reader 
Columbus, Georgia 


| enjoy your “Teen Talk” very much and 

I hope you will keep the good work up. I 
am a teen ager myself in a little town. 

Jessie Fay Jones 

Sentinel, Okla. 


HATED MY RACE 


1 am 16 and live in Evansville, Indiana. 
I like TAN so much that I can hardly wait for 
the next issue and after I’m through with my 
Tan I pass it on for I read so fast that I get 
through the same day that I get it. 

I especially liked “I Hated My Race.” I 
indeed sympathize with the heroine but I’m 
glad she finally learned that all Negroes aren’t 
the same. You can judge a tree by the fruit 
it bears, but you can’t judge a man by the 
clothes he wears. Regardless of what people 
say, keep on publishing Tan for without it 
I don’t know what I’d do. It is very help- 
ful and encouraging. 

Pr. 3. W 


Evansville, Ind. 


TAN MAKES HER PROUD 


I’d like for you to know how much I enjoy 
reading Tan. Although I have read many 
other magazines of the same type my interest 
wasn't the same because they were about peo- 
ple of other nationalities. Reading about the 
success and failures of people of my own race 
has proven to be far more interesting because 
I am one of them. 

hope you will continue to publish the 

same fine stories you have in the: past for | 

am sure that they have helped many, includ- 

ing myself, to make decisions, from profiting 
by the mistakes of others. 

Mrs. C. Allene Mangham 

Chicago, [I]. 


LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 


[ am a white girl writing to let you know 
how much I enjoy Tan. I have been going 
with a colored fellow for about a year. In a 
few months I hope to marry him. It was love 
at first sight for me. When we are together 
both colored and white people stare at us with 
disapproval but we don’t let it bother us. We 
love each other and that is all that matters. 

Please continue to write more stories on 
mixed marriages. 

Miss B. H. 
Boston, Mass. 
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10 DAY TRIAL ” 
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biue Peart 
Pink Peor! 


Style Me. 314 


“MSS BROADWAY” 
HAS EVERYTHING 








DELUXE PERSONALITY 
Hand made, genuine optical zy! 
frames with beautiful shiny fin- 
ish. Gold plated i 


black frames. Clear or green 
lens s 


$695 








Style 2522 (Ladies) 
Style 22519 (Men's) 





Leas Gtess cobers 
a 
Green 
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Style #566A “MEN’S BOP-TOP” 
Men's rimless Bop-Top in Bleck or Brown 
Clear or Green lens. 












Cleor or 
green lens. 


LADIES’ BOP-TOPS 








LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 


One of our very best buys. Bleck, Brown, Bive 


Peer! or Pink Peeri frames. 


Style Ne. 132 (Ledies) 


Style No. 202 (Men's) Block or Brown 


Same as above in deluxe genu- 
ine zyl hand made frames. 


Style 3203 





$4.95 


SEND NO MONEY—PAY POSTMAN 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


$995 


Clear or 
green lens. 





GLITTERING PERSONALITY 


Glittering fake diamonds in the 
corners of this Deluxe hand-, 
made genuine optical zyl frame 

Amber-brown, Black, Blue Pear! 
or 










or Pink peorl frames. Clear 
green lens gloss. 
Style #581 


$495 
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LATEST STYLES 
FROM‘ MEDALO* 


REAL HUMAN HAIR 








TRIPLE ROW 
GLAMOUR CURLS 
Hair Style 
#4 













6.98 


MEDALO Twia 
Glamour Twist Buas 
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TRANSFORMATION 
Hair Style 
























® FREE MEDALO HAIR CHARTS to 
show you how to do your hair to get 
more glamorous hair styles. 


mail the coupon today 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, tac., dé. YH-11, 
337 Kings Highwey, Breeklyn 23, New York 





SEND ME” Medete” HAIR TRESSES 
(eke somber of heir style you went from bex, ebeve, and merk here) 
| will pay price shown ples pestege when | get my Medale Meir Tress 
end writtee Geerentes. | may weer it 10 deys. If net satisfied in every 
wey, | mey retern it fer exchenge er GET MY CASH MONEY BACK IN FULL. 
EMCLOSE SAMPLE OF YOUR HAIR FOR EXACT MATCHING OR MARK 
EXACT SMABE : 





Jet Bleck T) trews $1 extre fer Mixed Grey (] 
Off Bleck C) Berk Brown (_] 
MY MAME IS: 





STREET or 2.F.3 
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By Jane Walters 


VERY TIME you see one of those 
mad Esquire cartoons of a feudin’ 
and a fussin’ hillbilly couple, you split 
your zipper laughing. The film spats of 
that lame-brained blonde, Judy Holli- 
day, are hilarious, even when she gets 
whammed by the burly brute she loves. 
Even the prissy neighbor’s out-of-control 
Saturday night brawls bring guarded 
titters to the well-behaved and _best- 
brought up angel child. But when the 
sparks begin to fly under your own roof 
top and tempers flare, dishes sail through 
the air in the confines of your own Home 
Sweet Home, it is no laughing matter. 
The case of the quarreling, fighting 
parents is 4 serious one, but a cross many 
teensters have to bear. 

You want to die when your friends 
inadvertently walk in on a clan row. It 
upsets your whole day when things at 
home are in a turmoil. It makes you ill 
at the pit of your stomach to hear chance 
remarks about the way your folks don’t 
get along. 

About unpleasant family matters, you 
clam up even with your closest chum— 
and that is as it should be. What hap- 
pens in your household should go no fur- 
ther than your front door. A family is a 
unit, its members, sticks in a bundle. To- 
gether they can withstand the world. But 
when heads of the family sticks are 
loaded with dynamite instead of love, 
they begin blasting at each other—and 
the battle is on! 

All married people have their differ- 
ences, their little electrical storms that 
come up out of an azure sky and spread 
a dark shadow over the family nest. A 
few claps of thunder from Dad, a 
shower of tears from Mother (or vice 
versa, depending on who wears the 
pants), and it is all over but the kissing. 
After the rainbow, out comes the sun 
warmer and more sparkling than ever. 
That is routine. Nothing there to become 
alarmed about. 





Parents sometimes find, belatedly, that 
they are not suited to each other. Their 
marriage is a failure, but “for the sake 
of the children” (and appearances) , they 
agree to stick it out with a show of quiet 
respectability to the public and stone- 
cold indifference inside their four walls. 

They never show affection toward each 
other or to you, their offspring. When 
they do kiss you or pat you on the 
beanie, it is more like a duty performed 
than an act of parental love. In such a 
household you often find yourself either 
developing the same coolness or you seek 
love and warmth from sources outside 
your home. Therein lies the danger. 

Because you are starved for love, don’t 
lavish your affections on the first boy or 
girl that is nice to you. In your anxiety 
to be loved in return, don’t throw your- 
self at anyone’s feet. If you are too eager, 
you may break your own heart trying to 
win the heart of another and spend a 
lifetime trying to live down your mis- 
take. 

After spending the day with your 
friends or at school where you are your 
own natural, rollicking, uninhibited self, 
you sober as you approach home. Once 
across your own threshold, you auto- 
matically smother your gayety, feel 
guilty because you are not sad. You 
long to put your arms around Dad’s 
neck and tell him that you love him. You 
want to kiss Mom the easy way Sally 
kisses her Mom. You wish your folks 
would call you “Baby” and “Hon” in- 
stead of their commanding, tight-lipped 
pronunciation of your given name. 

But even living under a signed truce, 
in a state of cold war, is better than 
growing up in the line of cross fire in 
open battle territory on the family range. 

One can even become immuned to a 
constant bickering between the mater 
and the pater, for having lived with it 
13, 15, 17 years, you know that it is all 
bark and little (Continued on Page 61) 
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HIS MONTH is an ideal time to pol- 

ish up your social graces. Are you 
meeting new people, acquiring new 
friends and interests, attending interest- 
ing parties and social gatherings? By 
meeting and mixing with others, you can 
gain a broader perspective on life and 
experience an _ exhilarating personal 
growth. By exchanging views and opin- 
ions -with others who really think, whose 
knowledge of life and learning is not 
merely superficial, you can find new 
horizons. Friendship and happiness are 
made possible through these contacts. 

Excellent evenings for almost any 
form of entertainment during November 
will be the 4th, 6th, 8th, 11th, 14th, 24th 
and 26th. Venus, the planet of pleasure 
and gaiety, is best disposed during the 
first two weeks of November for those 
who have birthdays under the signs of 
Sagittarius, Aquarius, Aries, Leo and 
Libra. The Gemini-born must now place 
more reliance upon their own personal 
charm than upon the Zodiac. 

People born under the signs of Capri- 
corn, Pisces, Taurus, Virgo or Scorpio 
have the Venus social spotlight during 
the third and fourth weeks, while those 
birthdays falling in the Cancer sign may 
have to ride along on their past popu- 
larity. 

The color scheme for dress and dec- 
orations can be enhanced by the crimson 
reds, yellow, orange and browns, with a 
background of green hues. This applies 
to the dress of both men and women. 

The boost which social activities re- 
ceive this month will also inspire ro- 
mantic interests which may result in en- 
gagements and marriages. The kindly- 
disposed planet, Jupiter, brightens the 
outlook this (Continued on Page 61) 
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“A camera tells more than a mirror 
about make-up. That’s why a model 
has to be sure of her looks. I owe 
that perfect Camera Close-up Look to 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
I use this wonderful cream as my 
make-up base, always!” 







Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close-up Look—today ! 


For face powder that clings like 
mist—lipstick that stays 








name Black and White. 
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CHEW “SPECIAL FORMULA” 


CHEWING GUM! 
i Reduce 


~ 5 lbs. am with oy 


Take pounds and inches off the way doctors recommend— 
without missing a single meal. Now—at last—a new scien- 
tific idea which guarantees you can lose as much weight 
as you wish—or you DON’T PAY A PENNY! NO STARVA- 
TION, NO DRUGS, LAXATIVES OR EXERCISE. The 
wonderful part is that it is so simple . . . so very easy and 
safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each week you lose 
pounds safely until you reach your most becoming 
weight. Here’s the new modern way to reduce. . . to ac- 
quire an improved figure and the slimmer, exciting, more 

aceful silhouette you’ve dreamed about. Simply chew 

pecial Formula Chewing Gum and follow the Doctor’s 
. Plan. This tasty wholesome Chewing Gum possesses Sor- 
a bitol, is sugar-free, and reduces appetite. Sorbitol is 
a new discovery and contains no fat and no available 
carbohydrates. Just chew this delicious gum and re- 
duce with the Doctor’s Plan. Try it for 10 days, then 
step on the scales. You'll hardly believe your eyes. 
START TODAY. C.O.D.’s accepted. 

Send cash, check, or money order and save C. 0. D. and Postage charges. 





| A full 12-day supply 
FRE package will be given 12- 
® FREE with each order of 
24-day supply for $2.00. DAY 
100% MONEY . 
BACK GUARANTEE SUPPLY 
Let your scale prove you can lose weight and 
acquire a slimmer attractive figure. A 10-day ONLY 








trial must convince you OR NO COST. e 
DOCTOR’S PLAN, Dept. TC-2 
P.O. BOX 787, NEWARK 1.N. J 


Beauticians Everywhere Praise 
This Amazing Hair Beauty Treatment 


HOLLYWOOD OKLAHOMA CITY NEW YORK CITY 


spoke 


CHICAGO 
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“Lustrous Hair"... 

Mary Haynes, Chicago, III. says: 

“I have used Kotalko with great success. 
When hair is fuzzy and short—Kotalko 
supplements natural hair oils." 





“Sitky Smooth Beauty"... Vivian 
Ford, New York City, N. Y. says of one 
customer: “I wish you could see how 
beautiful her hair looks. Kotalko adds 
silky smooth beauty every woman loves." 


“For Scaly Scalp"... Goldie Lewis 
from Oklahoma City, Okla. (Now of 
Goldie’s Beauty Salon, N. Y. C.) says: 
“I use Kotalko for everything from dry 
scalp to hair burned from hot irons!” 


Corrects Dryness"... 

Lenoir, Hollywood, Calif. says: 
Astounding! When scalp is normal, 
Sotalko is almost miraculous in cor- 

ng dry, cracking-off, brittle hair!" 


BEAUTIFUL HAIR MAY BE YOURS! 








WHY KOTALKO WORKS 
WHERE OTHERS FAIL 


This photo shows Kotalko 
being compounded under 
rigid scientific controls in 
the modern laboratories 
of the Kotalko Company. 
Only full strength 
Kotalko, of the leading 
brands studied, contains 
these three ingredients 
widely used by skin and 
hair specialists. 





THREE VITAL INGREDIENTS 
@ SULPHUR | 2pusiscma 
Re LANOLIN to soften and smooth dry, 

brittle hair. 


ea OLEORESIN To stimulate the flow of fresh, 
CAPSICUM life-giving blood to hair roots. 


If the hair treatment you now use doesn't give 
ou this Triple Action... be smart, be thrifty... 
switch to KOTALKO Today! 


Nature's own miracle lubricant 


















MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE ~- 


Every package of Kotalko Ointment, 
Liquid and Beauty Soap are guaranteed 
to contain only the highest quality, medi- 
cally proven ingredients available. Use 
Kotalko as directed — you must be 
completely delighted with results or 
your money will be fully refunded. 
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Just One Application Starts You 
On The Road To Thicker, More 
Abundant—Lovelier Hair 


Now you too can get these beauty 
shop results — thicker, lovelier, more 
abundant hair — right in the comfort 
of your own home, with full strength 
KOTALKO. 


Dry, Brittie, Cracking Hair 


Amazing KOTALKO does more than 
just make your hair look beautiful. Its 
combination of medically proven in- 
gredients is especially compounded 
to help overcome dryness, brittleness, 
flaky dandruff—even ugly scalp sores. 


Helps Rid Scalp of Dandruft 


KOTALKO supplements natural oils. 


lacking in hair that’s dry, brittle, 
burned or cracking from hot irons... 


Use Full Strength KOTALKO... Today! 


For thicker, lovelier hair. 
Costs so little — 


At all drug stores 


OINTMENT, LIQUID 


helps nourish hair roots by stimulat- 
ing the flow of fresh blood through 
scalp surfaces and freeing the scalp of 
dandruff flakes and scales that choke 
pores and hair roots. 


Beautifies Frizzy Hair 


KOTALKO gently smooths and 
softens even the fuzziest, most wiry 
hair... and gives that soft, satin-like 
glow that everybody loves. 


Find out for yourself today why beauty 
shop operators from coast-to-coast 
praise KOTALKO .. . and why thou- 
sands of satisfied men and women have 
used full strength KOTALKO for so 
many years. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: I’m what 


you call a part time wife and I’m 
really in a horrible mess. For several 
years, | have been working for one of 
the grandest men | ever met. I am deep- 
ly in love with him. He loves me too 
and we have been having an affair. | 
tried to hide my love at first. so this 
would not happen, because his wife is an 
invalid and has been for a long time. 
But she got sick. They were on the verge 
of getting a divorce, I understand, but 
after that he decided to stick to her out 
of duty. The doctors gave her only a 
few months to live. He wanted them to 
be happy ones. Somehow, she hung on. 
Once she was well enough to go out. She 
went to a party and must have heard 
about our affair because she told her 
husband that same night that she would 
never give him a divorce. A few days 
later she had to go to the hospital again. 
She has become worse. I feel maybe I 
am responsible for it. Should I give up 
the man I love? Will that make amends? 
This love is real; I know it with all my 
heart. But am I wrong for loving him? 
| know his wife and admire her courage 
even though I want her husband. It is 
a strange situation. 

Zora 
Dear Zora: 

Step out of the picture for now. You 
will not regret taking that chance. It 
would not be a good idea for you to re- 
main on the scene. If, when all this is 
over, he still wants you, that will be the 
time to come back. Sometimes love must 
wait. (Continued on Page 72) 
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Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


nips waist “ provides uplift 
















 slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 
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Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 4 

have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . no more cup pinching . . . no 
buiges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful. all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
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uplift bra 


season’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
s ; plunge bra 
builder. Best of all—-sensationally new. wonder- — 
7 bs. sons ; marst nipper 
fitting. front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little sorter belt 
more than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-36 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 36-42 
Send no money! Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TF127 
45 E. 17th St., N.Y. C. 


Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE 
at 5.95 
CuP_____Size ist Color Choice 2nd 
— | enclose 5.95 You pay postage. Send - 
c.0.0 1 will pay postage on 
~ EXTRA! Smooth hook ‘n’ eye 

front conforms to any plunge neckline. 


Adjustable straps included. 


Name 
Address 


City, Zone, State 
Money-Back Guarantee! If not delighted, | may return in 10 days! 
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[ATE YOU, hate you. I must have 
n crazy to marry you. The 
get away from this terrible 
1e better I'll like it.” 
alding words came pouring un- 
ably from my lips. I stood in 
er of the living room, glaring 
at Donald. Through tear- 
eyes I saw the shock which had 
ross his face. But it didn’t worry 
ften the rage which had welled 
of me. 
ng,” Donald pleaded hoarsely, 
n’t know what you're saying. 
pset. » ores 
ury mounted. 
w what I’m saying and I know 
going to do,” I contradicted 
‘I’m going to leave you today, 
ite. I’m going back home to 
ho really love me.” 
isband took a step toward me, 
irled and flung myself out of the 






“You aet more like an old woman 
* red-blooded man, Donald,” 1 
“Whats wrong with vou? Or, 


what's 


SHOULD MARRIED COUPLES HAV 


room, ran upstairs to our bedroom and 
slammed the door. 

Rummaging, half-blinded, through my 
closet, I snatched out a couple of dresses, 
threw them into a suitcase and then be- 
gan clearing personal effects off the 
dresser. I picked up the silver-framed 
picture of Donald. For one wild second 
my ‘heart raced as | stared at the hand- 
some face, the cleanly chiselled features, 
the shock of curly hair which I had so 
often tenderly caressed. 

But the second of reminiscing lasted 
just that long—a second. Angrily | 
tossed the picture on one of the beds. 
Just looking at those two neat. beds, twin 
beds, side by side, was enough to make 
all my bitterness return and, in fact, in- 
crease. 

It was those horrible beds which were 


responsible for all the trouble we had 
been through in recent months. 


fhan a 
screamed. 
better still, 


uTOnNEZ with mer {1m I so repulsive 


] 


that you dont want to touch me 


My hurriedly-packed suitcase in hand, 
I went slowly down the steps. Each foot- 
step echoed emptily as I began realizing 
the important move I was making—leav- 
ing Donald, giving up the marriage 
which had once been all sweetness and 
gaiety. I passed the living room en- 
trance on my way to the front door. 
Donald came toward me, his face in- 
credulous and strained. 

“You can’t leave me, darling. You 
can’t,” he said. 

Momentarily I was shaken by the plea. 
But I straightened up and answered in 
the nastiest tone I could use. 

“Yes, I can leave you, Donald,” I told 
him. “You and those twin beds. You 
can sleep in both of them.” 

I left him standing in the hallway. 

Out in the street I hailed a cab, gave 
the driver my mother’s Harlem address 
and sat back as the taxi wound its way 
through Central Park. 
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WIN BEDS 


Fifteen minutes later I was sobbing on 
mom’s shoulder. 

“It’s nothing serious, I’m sure, dar- 
ling,” she was telling me soothingly. 
“You and Donald will make up again in 
a few days and you'll laugh at all those 
tears.” 

Mom knew better than to ask me what 
the trouble was. In the first place, she 
knew me well enough to realize that if I 
wanted to talk about it, I would and that 
if I didn’t feel like talking, wild horses 
couldn’t make me. Even now while | 
thought I hated the very ground Donald 
walked on, I couldn’t bring myself to 
violate the loyalty I had felt toward him 
ever since we'd been married, six months 
ago. 
“Oh, Mom,” I sobbed. “I don’t think 
we'll ever be able to patch this one up. 
In fact, I don’t even want to think about 
it. I don’t even want to think.” 


Mom was a (Continued on Page 48) 








new figure mold: 


HIDE AWAIST : 


17 SECTIONAL FEATURES 


A 
STREAMLINE WAISTLINE s 
HIDE BULGES nh 
mm Say “goodbye” to that un- 
* becoming tummy bulge and Bs 










clumsy waistline. Instead 
ENJOY what your figure 
needs most—HIDE-A-WAIST. PRESTO- 
chango, like magic, you have graceful, 
alluring curves. Unwanted bulges are evenly 
and comfortably banished. 17 
sectional features mold the 
most flattering curves. Keep 
you smoothly shapely no mat- 
ter what position . . . sit, bend, 17 Sectional 
stand, walk and dance with [| features 





FEATURES 









comfortable, even grace. Soktee 
ADJUSTABLE TO Washable® 

TAILOR-MADE FIT Lostes. ssbee 

The 17 sections automatically shape pha na 


your figure to new loveliness. You get teed. Light. 
needed control with unbelievable weight. Cool 
comfort. The specially designed con- Ventilated 
cave effect is the secret of glamorous Will not 
women who want to look thin and wrinkle or 
stylish no matter what their size. 
These wonderful features permit 
HIDE-A-WAIST to adapt itself to 
your own diaphragm and tummy. 
You've never enjoyed so much free- 
dom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length de- 
tachable and adjustable garters com- 
pletes HIDE-A-WAIST. 
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HIDE-A-WAIST 
BACK VIEW ae 























10-DAY 
TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 
days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, seturn for te- 
fund. Sizes 24 to 34, 
$2.98. Sizes 35 and over, 
$3.98. (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable 
and adjustable garters.) 


eal 
S$. J. Wegman Co., Inc., Dept.751, 
836 Broeodway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | 
if | am not thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 
10-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- | 
chase price. 
Size. ...... (waist size in inches). t 
Also send . Sets of extra-length detachable 
and adjustable garters at only 50c for set of four. 
O Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus 
few cents postage. 
2 # enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. will | 
Day postage. , 





ADDRESS..... 
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KNOW THE JOY OF 


JET BLACK HAIR 


-.- by tonight ! 





Tonight you can 
say goodbye to 

hair that is streaked, gray, 
dull, faded, burnt or lifeless. With the first 
application of BLACK STRAND Hair Color- 
ing, your hair takes on a natural, lustrous 
black beauty — evenly! BLACK STRAND 
won't rub off. Only occasional touch-ups 
necessary at temples, partings and roots as 
hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
hair, shining, young-looking, this very night, 
in your own home. No waiting for results. 
No expensive beauty parlor treatments neces- 
sary. USE BLACK STRAND to have your 
hair look its colorful best. Satisfaction or 
money refunded..GET BLACK STRAND 
today—look like a new person tonight! At 
Druggists Everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES . . . Jet Black—Black—Dark 


Brown— Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. 723-P, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 





© SHOE CO, 
Honesdale, Penn. 


__- AT BETTER STORES EVERYWHERE 
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“T suffered withan 
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‘I suffered with an itching misery 
on my hand. The itching just about 
sent me crazy. My Doctor said the 
itching misery was simple ringworm. 
On his advice I used Black and 
White Ointment. In just a short 
while the itching was relieved. It 
helped me so much that I will al- 








Black and White Ointment.” 






» Va. 
OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 48> WHITE 


OINTMENT 




























EARN EASY aa 


a Ronli: ect Lipstick 
ae oomaiag French type toreuke aee-cmear 


Sells fer $1.00. You keep 40c. Name 
Match eny shade. Dot coher deured. Send only 6c 
tor you complete sample tat to vse ond show other. 


NANCY SHAYNE. 1200 N. Ashland. Degt.C, Chicage 22, NL. a 
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Snake Bra 
Ne. W-4 
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Gilt initial Be ne 
of 1/20- G suave Warts style 
720-10K told s Bia a 


ym Ruby-Red col- 
center, Two 
le Sparklers, 
1/-14K OR.G.P. aw 
$2.95 Ne. 8-7 Set $2.94 Ne. 8-21 
SEND NO MONEY! Just pay pestman on delivery C-. op. 
plus Federal Tax and postage. Write Order Nun nbers of 
articles wanted and send Ring be Satintaction ix 100% 
Back. Send order to: 
Sta. a 10 MY. 






















GUARANTEED or Your Mene: 
IDEAL CO., Copt. TC-43 Box 232 Mad. 


























pa AFTER DAY, do you continue 
to do the usual things, follow the 
same routine—to the complete exclusion 
of something creative and unusual? 
Well, you shouldn’t. 
Every day you ought to do at least one 
unusual thing. You were destined from 
the beginning of time to grow and ex- 
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f || ee hid. 


pand, to do and be. Whether you wake 
up and accept these gifts from life today, 
or at some future time, depends on you. 
You can stay in a rut, always observing 
the same monotonous routine, always 
being governed by hard and fast rules— 
or you can throw off the chains that 
make you and your life dull. You can 
become a gloriously vital, super-person- 
ality among the other great characters 
of the world. 

Did I hear you say that you haven’t 
got it in you to become a great person- 
ality? How do you know what potentiali- 
ties you do or do not possess? Have you 
tried to bring forth the real-you—The 
you that claims happiness as a right and 
success as a natural heritage? The real 
you doesn’t bow down to the kind of 
things that get you in a rut, which bring 
sickness, and unhappiness and loss of 
hope in their wake. The real you believes 
in the best and claims it. The real you 
changes the morbid attitude which says: 
“I am a failure, I never get anywhere be- 
cause I never have any luck. I never get 
breaks—life isn’t fair.” All this is 
changed to: “I am a success, and I know 
that whatever I will to be and desire to 
be that I shall be. I need not depend 
upon luck or chance, because | create 
my own luck according to divine law. I 
always get all the breaks I need because 
I see and take advantage of even the 
smallest opportunity. I am not discour- 





By Helen Sides 


aged with life, because life is too full of 
wonderful things and I am too busy en- 
joying it. My courage grows greater 
every day.” 

Now perhaps you'll say; “Oh! that’s 
easy to say! Talk is cheap, but the things 
you speak of are not easy to do.” 

Don’t doubt. Just try. There is a meth- 
od behind every success. If one person 
can make use of a method and get results, 
so can you. Doesn’t this possibility give 
you a thrill—doesn’t it give you a new 
feeling about life? 

Change your methods—adopt a vigor- 
ous plan of doing important things in an 
important way. Think of every thing as 
having all kinds of*interesting possibili- 
ties. The point is to make life always 
interesting. 

You may be a housewife with unend- 
ing drab duties to perform, one who 
thinks that what I am saying does not 
apply to you. But it does. It applies to 
everyone. We should think of our partic- 
ular jobs as necessary, and do them well. 
We will then gain inspiration. This can 
be a step toward greater things. Learn to 
enjoy and use to the limit of your ability 
all that you now possess. 

Compare your writing with the hand- 
writing of Muriel Rahn. It shows that 
she is definite in her ideas but at the same 
time considerate and broadminded. The 
formation of the “d” shows that sensi- 
tivity and pride have a strong influence 
upon her. Aggressiveness and energy are 
both prominent in her writing. This in- 
dicates that she likes to get things done. 
Still, she is inclined to be neat, orderly 
and particular. She has a logical and 
creative mind. The easy swing of the 
writing shows her to be friendly, good- 
natured and generous. 

Her musical sense is revealed by the 
extension of her capital letters beyond 
their zone, and the connecting strokes 
between her letters which are rhythmical 
and expressive. She is well suited for 
the career she has chosen. ° . 
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i TOOK ten years for Earl to pop the 

question but I knew that someday he 
would, so I didn’t mind waiting at all. 
I went to quite a lot of trouble to meet 
him when we were both at Xavier. I 
was just a high school senior. He was 
the campus idol. He had come to Xavier 
from Creighton University in Omaha, 
Nebraska and had organized the first 
campus jazz band. One night after No- 
vena services, which were a_ regular 
event, a mutual friend introduced us. 
Earl took me home that night, but I 
wasn’t any real competition to the older 
co-eds who had their eyes on the attrac- 
tive out of towner. 

Two years later though Earl paid more 
attention to me. He had gone to New 
York to work in Don Redman’s band and 
returned to play a dance in New Orleans. 
I made sure | got to that dance and we 
renewed our acquaintance. I invited 
him to dinner. During his stay in town 
that trip we saw quite a lot of one an- 
other. Earl was very interested in his 
music and had many plans for his career. 
Before he left again he told me, “If I ever 
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find that I can support a wife, I am going 
to let you know.” Even though I saw him 
rarely during the next several years 
these words were always with me. I 
moved to Chicago and he went back to 
New York but we kept the letters flowing 
for several years. 

I was in Chicago for four years. Sure, 
I dated other fellows but not once did I 
ever feel seriously about any of them. I 
knew in my heart that someday Earl’s 
words would become reality. My friends 
made my loyalty to this dream a standing 
joke. They called me “crazy” but I knew 
that he had meant what he said. 

Earl, meanwhile, was pursuing his 
career with all of his energy. Not only 
was he playing regularly with his own 
and other bands but he was also compos- 
ing successful tunes. Somehow during 
this period our correspondence lagged 
and soon we were not writing each other 
at all. I am sure that I didn’t hear from 
him for about two years and strange as 
it may seem not once did I forget his 
promise. 


Fate stepped (Continued on Page 67) 
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By Dan Burley 


ONSIDERABLE DEBATE still is 
heard as to whether the defection of 
Johnny Hodges from Duke Ellington’s 
orchestra has hurt, not Edward Kennedy 
Ellington, but Mr. Hodges. This discus- 
sion’ hinges on the overall effects heard 
in the musical output of the small group 
Johnny now heads and in which his alto 
is the dominating instrument on certain 
selections meant mainly to entertain the 
widest number of listeners. 

There is no doubt that the Ellington 
band could use the horn of Mr. Hodges 
today in spite of the joyful manner in 
which the modern Ellingtonians attack 
their musical chores. But it is safe to 
venture that Hodges is using Hodges’ 
horn to a far greater advantage working 
for Hodges, himself. 

First fledgling flight into the realms 
of self-employment occurred for Mr. 
Hodges in 1948 when the Duke hied him- 
self off to Europe sans his band and left 
such as Hodges, Al Hibbler, Jimmy 
Hamilton, Lawrence Brown and Sonny 
Greer to, in a measure, shift for them- 
selves. From his great feeling of lone- 
liness for Duke. Hodges switched soon to 
self-righteous indignation and the result 
was the appearance on the “for hire” 
register of the Johnny Hodges All-Stars. 
The group made its solo appearance at 
the Apollo Bar on West 125th Street in 
Harlem and the joyous burpings, shrill- 
ings and other glad sounds soon created 
a traffic problem at the door. 

Since then, Hodges has returned to 
and left the Ellington aggregation again. 
Today he heads (Continued on Page 76) 
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She smiled as the tips of my fingers ca- 
ressed her hair. “I want everything there 
is in the world to have!” she said dreamily. 
“4nd the way | get it doesn’t matter too 


much.” 


Vic’s tragic, slavish love for a demanding woman drove him to crime. 


66f OVE is a funny thing. ular. Kids barely beginning to feel the awak- 
It’s shaped like a lizard. ening of adult emotion chanted this rhyme as 

if they knew what they were talking about. 
When I finally did learn what this love busi- 
ness is all about, I wished I’d never been born. 


It runs all around your heart 

And jumps into your gizzard!” 
When I was just a kid going through the Love is an A-bomb, an earthquake, and a tor- 
awkward period of learning the difference be- nado all rolled into one. If you doubt that 


tween boys and girls, this little jingle was pop- think back to all the wars and fights that 








Peetha was a grasping. selfish. conniving woman, 


When Vie began to fall in love with her, she 


Warned him that she would bring him only 


disaster and unhappiness. 


ean be foolish. 


But a man in love 


Vie was in love and Vie was 


foolish. Only a miracle saved him from utter-ruipgs 


have started because a guy loved a girl 
ind just had to have her. Add up all 
that humans have given up for the ones 

loved—thrones, money, family, 
friends, even self-respect. 

Well, I didn’t start any wars and I 
didn’t go on the radio to announce that 
('d rather wear a plain wedding ring 
than the royal jewels. But the only rea- 

| didn’t was because I’m just an 
linary guy. That’s the thing about 

it can make plain Joe Smith blow 

top just as easily as it can a king. 
Love had me so crazy about Leetha I 
ildn’t see straight. I was really half- 
I could see her give some guy the 
e-on—winking, wiggling her hips, or 
dancing suggestively and later, Leetha 

ild convince me I hadn’t seen a thing. 

he could kiss me and make me forget 

firm intentions about breaking 

iway from her. When I faced the alter- 

of losing her or putting up with 

ehavior, I swallowed whatever pride 

| had left and promised to do anything 
f only she wouldn’t leave me. 

fool? Maybe so, but if you knew 
etha as I did perhaps you’d under- 


nd. She was one of those women who 


no more help attracting men than 
the sun can help shining. She wasn’t 
pretty by magazine picture standards. 
Her mouth was perhaps a little too wide, 
those sensuous lips of hers were 
made for kissing. Her figure was like 
those in the bathing suit ads, full-blown 
ynd voluptuous. Just looking at her gave 
» guy ideas, because she had that sexy 
ok right down to her fingertips. 
noticed her the first time she came 
the drug store where I worked. It 
1 hot, muggy summer night and I 
ember how I sweated even when I 
lipped into the freezer to scoop up the 
ishy ice cream. My white uniform 
ick to my skin, wet and clammy, and I 
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kept watching the clock, wishing it were 
time to go home. I was busy scraping 
the grill when I heard customers take 
stools at the counter behind me. 

“The grill’s closed!” I announced curt- 
ly, without turning around. 

I heard a man say, “Come on, baby. 
This isn’t the only place in town.” 

Then the girl’s voice. “Aw, talk pretty 
to the man. Maybe he’ll serve us. I’m 
starved!” 

I felt the skin crawl along the back of 
my neck and all sorts of wild ideas 
popped into my head at the sound of her 
throaty voice. There was no way in the 
world for the rest of her to live up to a 
voice like that, I told myself. 

So I didn’t expect much when I| turned 
around to advise them to try some place 
else. But at that first glimpse I knew 
that this woman would be something 
special in my life. Even if | never got to 
know her, she’d be in my memory from 
that moment on. I guess I looked like a 
first-class simpleton, standing there star- 
ing at her, with my mouth half open and 
a drippy scoop of ice cream poised in 
one hand. The fellow she was with 
scowled at me irritably, but the girl acted 
as if she were accustomed to such a re- 
sponse from admiring males—and even 
appeared to enjoy it. 

“You wouldn’t send me away to starve, 
now would you?” she pouted. It was 
plain that she never had to worry about 
having her own way about things. 

I gulped and shook my head. She 
gave me a smile as if I’d just handed her 
a mink coat. Her friend cleared his 
throat and growled importantly, “OK, 
buddy, serve the lady and make it 
snappy. Take care of us right and you'll 
get a big, fat tip!” He glanced at the 
girl to make sure she was taking it all in. 

Of course, the guy was trying to play 
me cheap, so I shot back: 

“Everybody gets the same service 


whether they tip or not. I’m the manager 

of this concession,” I added, for the 
benefit of the girl. Hell, I was no ordi- 
nary soda jerk. I ran the counter and 
got a percentage of the net. 

I took their orders and all the time 
I was fixing them I was trying to figure 
a way to find out who the girl was. | 
was pretty sure she wasn’t married to 
the guy. In fact, I got a kick out of my 
guess that she didn’t even like him. But 
I still hadn’t thought of anything by the 
time they'd finished. The guy picked up 
the check as if he didn’t care if the bill 
was the size of the national debt, and 
when he slapped the tip down on the 
counter, you'd have thought it was a $5 
gold piece. But he made sure the girl 
didn’t see what it was—the fourflusher 
had left me a measly quarter! 

However, I was too busy watching 
Leetha—that’s what her companion had 
called her—as they left, to even get salty 
with him. As she tipped along on her 
high heels with wrap-around straps,. I 
heard a long, low whistle behind me and 
Johnny, the delivery boy nudged me in 
the ribs. 

“How about that,” he said. “Think 
you could go for her, Vic?” 

I opened my mouth to make wise- 
crack in return, but said instead: 

“They can put you in jail for what 
you're thinking, kid. You better put 
your mind on finishing your work so 
we won't be here all night!” 

It was a week or ten days before I saw 
her again. This time she came into the 
store alone, and this time I wasn’t 
tongue-tied as before. “Where’s your big 
shot boy friend?” I asked, as she greeted 
me with a dazzling smile. 

She drew down the corners of her 
mouth and shrugged her shoulders to 
express her indifference. “Who knows— 
or cares?” she said. 

“I do,” I said with a boldness unusual 
for me. 

She raised her slanting eyebrows. 
“Now don’t tell me you're like all the 
rest.” 

She was wearing the same low-cut 
dress she had worn the first time. I could 
scarcely tear my eyes away from the tan 
smoothness of her bare arms and shoul- 
ders. Just looking at her made a guy 
wish. 

“I’m a man,” I said suggestively, hold- 
ing her eyes with my own. Immediately 
| wondered if I was going too far in try- 
ing to show her how much she appealed 
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to me. Apparently she didn’t mind at 
all, for she seemed to blossom under my 
appreciative gaze. 

“You like me, hunh?” she murmured. 

I wondered if she was teasing me. I'd 
gone overboard for her at first sight, but 
I had no‘illusions that she’d even thought 
of me once in the time since she first 
came into the store. I wasn’t so simple 
that I thought a girl like Leetha, who ob- 
viously could have any man she wanted, 
would return my feelings. 

So I said casually, “Not that it would 
mean anything in your sweet life, 
whether I like you or not.” 

Her eyes took on an innocence that 
was all the more intriguing because of 
the world of wisdom behind them. “It 
kicks any woman to know that a man 
likes her,” she observed. 

My heart took a sudden drop. What 
hope was there for me with a gir! like 
this? Her very manner of conversation 
showed that she was used to travelling 
in fast company. The admiration of a 
man “kicked” her, she’d said; any other 
girl would have been “pleased,” or 


“thrilled.” 


BU WHO ever said that logic and 

common sense were part of falling 
in love? One look at Leetha and I knew 
that even if she told me there wasn’t a 
chance in the world, I'd still devote the 
rest of my life to her. I guess this knowl- 
edge that there’d never been anyone else 
for me made me more aggressive than 
usual. It wasn’t long before I'd per- 
suaded Leetha to give me a date. 

When she finally agreed I was the 
happiest guy in town. When I called for 
her that night I was walking on air. I’d 
shaved and dressed carefully, well aware 
that I had to make an impression if | 
was to compete with the kind of men she 
was friendly with. All the way over to 
her house I worried lest she'd changed 
her mind. 

“Why should I do that?” she asked, 
when | mentioned my fears to her. 

“I don’t know—I guess I was afraid 
you might have an invitation from some- 
one else who you really like.” 

She laughed and squeezed my arm as 
we walked down the street. “That’s one 
thing you'll never have to worry about, 
honey! I'll always tell you when there’s 
someone else. Right now there’s no one 
—except you, of course,” she added as 
an afterthought. 


So that’s it, I told myself. She’s be- 
tween boy friends and I’m just filling in. 
How does that blues song go? “Let me 
be your little dog ’till the big dog comes 


Yes, I was content to be the “little 
dog” for as long as Leetha would let me. 
All I wanted was to be able to walk down 
the street with her and watch the envious 
glances of other men; to see how the 
heads turned and whispers started when- 
ever she strolled into a tavern or dance 
hall, with me proudly following. 

I learned a lot about Leetha during 
our conversation at dinner. She was 
cashier at a movie theater, a perfect spot 
to meet new people. She had more 
friends and acquaintances than I'd 
imagined. And yet, the way she dis- 
missed them made me know that so far 
she hadn’t met any man she was deeply 
interested in. So maybe there was a 
chance for me, after all! 

That happy thought made the evening 
complete, and later when I held Leetha 
in my arms as we danced the floor 
seemed to be made of clouds. She was 
a beautiful dancer, with a marvelous 
sense of rhythm. She bent and swayed 
her supple body in a way that sent the 
blood racing through my veins. The soft 
pressure of her against me seemed to be 
part of a deliberate plan of hers to in- 
flame my emotions. 

We said goodnight in the hallway out- 
side the apartment where she had a 
room. I took her hand and held it tight. 
“TI had a wonderful time, Leetha,” I told 
her fervently. “It was wonderful!” I 
realized I was stammering and repeating 
myself. I laughed self consciously. But 
she said nothing. She just stood looking 
at me, then leaned back against the wall 
and half closed her eyes. Her lips were 
slightly parted. 

She offered no resistance when | em- 
braced her, yet neither did she respond 
immediately to the urgent appeal of my 
lips on hers. She was passive in my 
arms as I covered her face with pas- 
sionate kisses. Her cool detachment 
served only to heighten my desire to 
arouse her, to make her eyes glow with 
that special light which would tell me I 
was the only one for her. But she drank 
in my kisses, gave her own as if going 
through a well-rehearsed act. Her eyes, 
her lips—everything about her dared me 
to arouse her emotions as mine were, and 
I accepted the challenge . . . 


After that, of course, I insisted on 
marrying Leetha. Just the thought of 
some other guy holding her in his arms 
the way I'd done that night was too much 
to bear. I’d seen her gradually lose that 
cool aloofness and get swept up in the 
glory of love. I was sure that it was the 
first time she had permitted herself the 
luxury of true and complete love. 

But this was precisely the reason she 
gave when she turned down my proposal. 
I was stunned. “It’s very simple, Vic,” 
she said. “I can’t marry you because | 
like you too much.” 

“That’s crazy!” I said, grabbing her 
by the arms. “You know I can’t live 
without you and you say you love me— 
there’s only one thing to do. Be my wife 
and—” 

She reached up and closed my mouth 
with a kiss. The hard lump of anger 
within me melted like an overheated can- 
dle. With a delirious cry I crushed her 
to me. When I finally released her I was 
ready to agree to almost anything. 

“All my life I’ve run the other way 
whenever I felt myself falling in love,” 
she explained. I was holding her on my 
lap, my face buried in the lush fragrance 
of her curls. “You see, Vic, love is a 
funny thing.” 

“It’s a wonderful thing!” I declared 
emphatically. 

“Sure, but it’s crazy, too,”” she con- 
tinued. “It makes people do things 
they’ve got no business doing. A woman 
who marries for love lets herself in for 
a lot of grief. I’ve seen it happen over 
and over again. 

“My mother—” there was a tiny catch 
in her voice. “That’s all she ever had all 
her life. But you can’t eat love, Vic, or 
wear it or raise kids on it.” 

I laughed easily. “Are you worried 
about me being able to take care of you, 
darling? Just tell me what you want.” 

She smiled as the tips of my fingers 
caressed her hair. “I want everything 
there is in the world to have!” she said 
dreamily. “And the way I get it doesn’t 


_ matter too much.” 


I was lost in the dusky depths of her 
eyes. “I’d give you—” 

“The moon, Vic? The world wrapped 
in cellophane and tied with a blue rib- 
bon?” She shook her head. “Those are 
pretty words, darling, but not for a nice, 
sensible guy like you,” she told me. “If 
you tried to satisfy me, it would end up 
badly for both (Continued on Page 77) 
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Taking a turn on gold trumpet of her 

famed husband, Lucille Armstrong 

clowns with Louis in dressing room 

at Chicago’s Blue Note. Maestro’s 

wife is show business veteran, ap- 

peared at New York’s Cotton Club 
and toured Europe. 
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Greeting autograph fans at door of hotel suite, Mrs. Lucille 

Armstrong performs her customary function of putting Louis 

Armstrong admirers at ease. When Armstrong is too tied up 
to make charity dates, wife often fills in for him. 


Protesting as wife playfully raids his supper plate, Louis Armstrong 

enjoys all the comforts of home in hotel suite. Wife Lucille pre- 

pares meals for him whenever possible, says her average day is 
same as that of any housewife. 


tn The Wome 


BY MRS. LOUIS ARMSTRONG 











Of course, woman’s place is in the home, explains noted maestro’s wife, 


but home, she feels, is at your husband’s side. She travels all over world 


with him. 


L  preesy THEATRE MARQUEES and night 

club neons flash the magic name of Louis 
Armstrong any place in the world, you can bet 
your bottom dollar that yours truly is somewhere 
on the scene. I travel with my famous husband 
everywhere he goes. I make the whistle stops and 
the glamor stops, the boarding house accommo- 
dations and the plush hotel suites. | share ham 
hocks and collard greens in Petersburg, Virginia 
and fillet at Sardi’s. What makes it all so wonder- 
ful is that I’m not the grown-up counterpart of 
the unwanted little girl with pigtails tagging along 
behind her laddie-love. Louis would no more 


think of leaving me at our place in Corona than 
he would of parking his precious, gold horn on a 
bench in Grand Central Station. 

Ever so often a well-intentioned friend in- 
quires of me: “Lucille, why do you travel with 
Louis? Don’t you believe that woman’s place is 
in the home?” 

Of course I believe that woman’s place is in the 
home. Only I also believe that home is where 
your husband is—by his side. 

I’m very serious about that. I didn’t marry 
Louis to live in social splendor on the money he 
earns literally by the sweat of his brow. I didn’t 
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burden if I went along just to be there. 
But there are scores of ways I can help 
him. 

For one thing, I give him companion- 
ship and understanding. Every man who 
works, whether he is an. engineer, a la- 
borer or a band leader needs that. Every 
man has problems which come up on his 
job, situations which puzzle or annoy 
: : : . him. When he gets home, he wants some- 

appointments. helping with fan-mail. 

one to talk with about those problems. 
all are elements of the work of Lu- Why shouldn’t that someone be the one 

cille A rmstrong ho alw avs tray els who loves him, the one he married. 
With her famed husband and likes it. Another thing I do is help arrange 
Louis’ off-duty habits and activities so 
that he can remain healthy, both physi- 
cally and mentally. Life on the road can 
be awfully trying. You can’t always get 
1 to become the mistress of a * was fortunate enough to become his wife, the kind of food which you like and 
household, to preside over con- I’m determined—as he is—that we must _ which is best for you. Part of my stand- 


ties and afternoon teas. I mar- remain together every possible minute of | ard equipment is a set of pots and pans 
and, whenever possible, I prepare Louis’ 


Entertaining teen-age fans. making 


appearances al benefits. arranging 


because I’ve been in love with _ our lives. 
since I first heard his music While travelling with Louis, I do my _ meals. 
lized that it made deep, moving _ best to contribute something to the work Then I have to see that my bandleader 
:ppen inside of me. And since I _ he has to do. I could get to be an awful _ husband gets the proper amount of sleep 


b 
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with staunch old friend Frank Holzfiend in latter’s Chicago Blue Note Cafe (Louis makes annual appearance there), 
gs get a laugh out of quip in newspaper column. Mrs. Armstrong is West-Virginia-born, Bronx-raised. She first met Louis 
when she was appearing in same club where his band was featured, had been fan of his since childhood. 
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and relaxation; that he has the time to 
himself to indulge his favorite indoor 
pastime—blowing his horn. Naturally, 
with Louis’ prominence, he gets hun- 
dreds of invitations to make personal 
appearances, to play benefits, to attend 
meetings. Knowing his schedule and be- 
ing aware of what he needs from a stand- 
point of rest, I serve as his representative 
in these matters. 

I have some fans, for instance, in Van- 
couver, Canada. A couple of years ago 
when Louis was appearing there, a group 
of co-ed teenagers from the local high 
school came over to our hotel to invite 
him to their school. They were ardent 
Armstrong followers, but much too 
young to come to the club where he was 
playing. Louis accepted the invitation 
and I went along with him. We had the 
most wonderful time with these enthusi- 
astic, clean-cut youngsters. Every time 
we've gone to that part of Canada since 
then, these same girls and boys come to 
our hotel to visit me. 

We sit around and talk about music. 
They always want to know what clothes 
I’ve brought from the states and all the 
latest information about the well-known 
names in show business. It makes me feel 
good to know that I’m helping Louis by 
entertaining these young folks and, at the 
same time, enjoying myself with them. 
Incidents like this which happen daily, 
enable me to be more closely associated 
with my husband. I think it gives a 


woman a deeper sense of appreciation 


when she understands her mate’s work 
and problems because she is part of them 
and finds out first hand what he has to 
go through. 

It’s this kind of experience which 
makes for a better life together. I think 
it’s too bad that more wives can’t travel 
with their husbands. I’m convinced that 
if they did, there wouldn’t be so many 
marriages falling apart. 

People, after all, are only human. Men 
and women alike must have their mates. 
If your mate’s not around there’s going 
to be some other mate. So why not be 
together and prevent such things. 

Another link I have with Louis’ work 
is handling some of his correspondence. 
Almost always, Louis answers his own 
fan mail. He wants to do that himself, 
thinks it’s only right. And I agree. But 
there are times, of course, when:he is 
just too busy. At those times, I answer 
letters from his fans. When I do, I always 
explain that | am writing for Louis. I 
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Bidding wife good night, Louis Armstrong leaves for club where he is featured. 


Mrs. Armstrong travels wherever Louis goes but doesn’t go to clubs or theatres 
every night. “I’m usually around him, but I’m not a ball and chain,” she explains. 


don’t sign his name and let it go at that. 
Anyone who knows Louis knows that he 
doesn’t say or write anything like any- 
one other than Louis. So I just introduce 
myself. There’s no point in trying to fool 
people. 


— that many people wonder 
what it’s like to be an orchestra wife 
who travels with her husband. With very 
rare exceptions my daily routine is like 
that of the average housewife. As I’ve 
said above, I cook just as the average 
housewife does. I do everything but clean 
house—and often that’s necessary be- 
cause usually when the maid comes into 


our hotel room, Louis is still asleep. So 
I have her leave the change of linen with 
me and wait until he wakes up to tidy 
the suite. 

The most important difference in my 
daily routine is that we usually begin 
life a little later than other people. At 
eight in the morning when many people 
are having breakfast, Louis and I are 
just going to bed. I don’t go to the club 
where Louis is every night, but when I 
do, I sleep until mid-afternoon. When 
he’s playing theatres, I have more chance 
for relaxation. We’ve got all day together 
then and part of the night. On his days 
off, we don’t (Continued on Page 81) 
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When Ann found out her 
husband was cheating, she 
made up her mind to wait 
and hope for revenge, yet 
when it came she wasn’t 


really happy. 


ee THERE’S only one man in 

your life and you love him more 
than life itself, there can be no greater 
shock than finding positive proof that 
he’s been unfaithful, betrayed you and 
his marriage vows. 

I went all to pieces when | found out 
that Charles had been untrue to me. It 
seemed like the end of my life. My 
dream castles collapsed all about me. 

At first I tried to rebuild those broken 
dreams, but when it seemed hopeless, 
something else happened to me; some- 
thing horrible and destroying; some- 
thing that made me almost as guilty of 
real sin as he was. 

I learned to hate my husband. I 
learned to watch and wait for him to 
come to the end of his rope, to be stran- 
gled by his own mistakes. My heart, 
once so warm and loving for him became 
as detached and cold and cruel as an 
iceberg hidden in far northern waters. 

They say if you play with fire you’re 
bound to get burned. If that’s true | 
had misery coming to me. I was a love- 
sick little fool, who fell for Charles’ line, 
his glamour, his dashing manner. | ac- 
cepted him without question, fell in love 
with him without a thought of looking 
back, married him in a daze of great 
joy. The only thing I can say to soften 
my side is that I was so inexperienced, 
so naive, that I didn’t even know when 
I was playing with fire! 

I was jerking sodas at a corner drug 
store in Cleveland the first time I saw 
Charles King. He came in, sat down on 
a stool, and said: 

“Hi, beautiful, gimme a vanilla malt. 
Make it thick, an extra dip of ice cream, 
then stick your finger in to sweeten it, 
and stir!” 

I guess you'd call that corn. I didn’t. 
I thought it was cute. And, wasn’t I 
justified? All I ever saw were sweaty, 
greasy, unshaven characters who drifted 
out of the factories in the district and 
came in for snacks or soft drinks or 
medicine. Charles, rather short with 
clean-shaven round face, dancing eyes, 
and a rakish mustache, was immaculate- 
ly dressed. His thin bow tie gave him 
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the right touch of flash. I didn’t 
y at the time, of course, that he was 
etting started with Cleveland Mu- 
Life as an industrial man in our 
iborhood area. 
soon as | could come out of my 
sl-girl spell, I fixed his malt, dump- 
in two heaping extra scoops of 
la ice cream. | let the machine run 
long, thickening the drink until I 
i hardly pour it. 
stuck the long, slender spoon into 
tall glass, stirred and smiled. 
his is just the way I want it, Baby,” 
id. “You're the first person I’ve 
| in Cleveland who knows how to 
good malt.” 
veamed as he began sipping on the 


Vhat are you doing tonight after 
* he asked. 

can’t talk dates on the job,” I said, 
nly feeling as though I were in a 
I'd get fired.” 

Don’t worry about that, Baby,” he 
back lightly. “You can get another 
They need beautiful counter girls 
er town. Especially one who knows 
to make good thick malts.” 

But,” | demurred, “I don’t even know 
ou are, what you do, or where you 
from.” 
stopped drawing on his straw and 

ned his bright eyes on me. “T’ll fix 
in a hurry,” he said. “I’m a new- 
just blew in from Kansas City. 

a salesman—not a traveling sales- 
I’m a solid citizen, an insurance 

man, for the Cleveland Mutual. See. 
my card.” 

Why did you leave Kansas City,” | 

| accepting the card. “I hear it’s a 


town. 


Right you are, Baby,” he agreed. 


| had to get out. I’d been there 
life. Besides, they don’t know 
to fix good malts in old K. C.” 
You’re kidding, of course,” I said. 
ver was more serious in my life,” 
id, “about seeing you tonight after 


that is—” 


Vhy not, | asked myself. I was sup- 


| to be going “steady” with another 
v. but he worked nights and saw 
ily on weekends. I could use some 


i change of pace. 


| get off at five,” I said, “but I can’t 


out very late, because I have to be 


vork at eight in the morning.” 


smiled again, this time as if my 








Ann nursed a gnawing hatred for her two-timing 







husband whieh turned into triumph when 







Charles had to pay the price. 







Man of God came along to remind 








her that vengeance belongs to 







the Lord alone. 






words were the most thrilling he’d ever 
heard. 

“Don’t you worry your pretty head 
about it,” he said. “I’m noted for getting 
pretty girls home in time to make that 
‘early to bed’ jingle.” 


/OU’LL SAY I was a flirt, picking up 
with a guy who'd just come in look- 
ing for an extra thick malt. The truth 
is, I was just the opposite. Before I had 
started at the drug store, I was shy, re- 
served, poor at conversation. But, so 
many passes had been tossed my way 
that I developed my “line,” sort of be- 
came accustomed to parrying words 
with men. 

Even so, Charles had done what the 
other fellows couldn’t do: get me to go 
on a date with him, and the very first 
time I saw him, too! 

Things moved fast for me after 
Charles took me out that night. First, 
we went to dinner at a downtown res- 
taurant, then to a movie, and, finally, 
nightclubbing. It was 2 o’clock when he 
took me home! 

“Ann,” he said, at the door of the 
apartment, “I had a wonderful time. | 
think you're good for me.” 

“I enjoyed it, too,” I said, truthfully, 
“even though you did keep me up ’way 
past my bedtime.” 

He went on seriously, “You and I are 
a perfect fit, like hand in glove, ham ’n’ 
eggs, you know. We go together.” 

“Do we?” 

Quickly, without warning, he grabbed 
me to him, his hot lips found mine, 
crushed them in a flaming kiss. Sud- 
denly, as if someone had thrown an elec- 
tric switch I was transformed. I was 
dazed with emotion, my blood ran warm, 
my arms involuntarily stole around 
Charles’ neck and squeezed. My lips, 
though crushed, fought back with flames 





Then a 


of their own. I was in Heaven—for a 
long, long while. 

Then, he released me, slowly, as if he 
hated to go, as if he knew I hated to 
see him go. 

He said goodnight. 

I could only nod, as I fumbled for 
the key to the door. 

The next time I saw him, Charles in- 
sisted that ours was love at first sight. 
I didn’t argue with him because he was 
so close to being right that even | 
couldn’t tell a difference in calculation, 
no matter how hard I tried. He took me 
out to Glenville, where he lived with his 
Aunt Mattie. He introduced me to her 
as “my sweetheart.” We took in shows, 
dances and clubs. We had fun galore. 
Every time Charles took me home, there 
was the long, lingering kiss, and the 
reluctance to part. 

I was heels over head in love! 

We'd been going together about four 
months when Charles proposed. 

It was a warm spring night. We had 
stopped in Wade Park. A full-faced moon 
was out and the stars twinkled in the 
sky. Old Mother Nature had just begun 
to paint the town green, compensating, 
I always said, for her cruel winter deeds. 
In plain words, it was a night for ro- 
mance. 

Charles’ arms held me tightly. His 
lips lightly brushed the nape of my neck, 
my eyelids, lips. His breath was warm 
as he nosed fondly in my hair. 

“Ann, why put it off any longer?” he 
asked a little huskily. 

“Put off what?” I asked softly. 

“The admission that we were made for 
each other,” he said. 

“Do you really believe that?” I asked. 

“I do,” he said.. “I believe the good 
Lord placed us on earth to fall in love. 
I believe that you drew me to Cleveland, 
that you were my magnet. If I had tried 
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to resist, | would have withered and 
died. I love you, Ann—love you with 
all my heart, body, and soul. I want you 
for my wife.” 

“Oh, Charles,” I said, my eyes moist, 
my heart beating in crescendo. “I’ve 
waited all my life to hear a lover say 
those words to me. I love you. too. I'll 
try to be a good wife.” 

We couldn’t afford much of a honey- 
moon. Our decision had been made so 
quickly, we hadn’t taken the time to 
properly plan things. Charles did give 
me a most beautiful bridal ring set. how- 
ever, and our apartment, while not the 
snazziest, was cozy and comfortable. | 
sort of patted myself on the back for a 
good job of selecting our new and used 
furniture. 

The first month was all lovey-dovey, 
thrilling beyond my fondest dreams. 
Charles had a way about him. He set 
me up on a throne. | was his queen, 
but he wasn’t humble. When it came to 
love, he had just the right combination 
of tenderness and caveman tactics. 

Around the house, he was helpful 
drying the dishes as I washed them. went 


reserved than usual. I had prepared a 
good supper, but he hardly touched it. 
He got up and strode to the living room 
without a word. I followed. 

“What's wrong, darling?” I asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” he told me abruptly. 

“But.” | said, “something is wrong. 
I can tell.” 

He didn’t dispute me. 

Tell me what it is,” I said. 

“Ann, I don’t want you to start wor- 
rying needlessly,” he argued. “I'll work 
it out.” 

“Still,” I said, sitting close beside him 


on the sofa, “I’m your wife. I have a 

















right to know. Fifty-fifty, remember?” 

That was our bargain. He knew it. 

“Okay,” he said, like one about to 
heave a burden off his chest. “You know 
this industrial insurance deal is rough, 
at best. Since I got married, my com- 
missions have been falling. I think I’ve 
finally come up with the answer.” 

Somehow, I could tell the answer had 
something to do with me. 

“The answer,” he continued, “is that 
I’ve neglected my repeat calls, my night 
work.” 

“You mean, Charles,” I said with mis- 
givings, “that (Continued on Page 57) 
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shopping with me. 


It was, as he put it, 
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ted 


“a 50-50 proposition.” 


I liked that. 





NS OMEWHERE between six and eight 
‘ > ° 

weeks after the wedding, our love 
life began to disintegrate. 


Charles came home one night. more 
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emed Shirley would turn 
is bad as her mother, but 
uine love rescued her. 


RATHER see you dead and in 
r grave than have you turn out 
ramp like your ma!” 
vas off again. I wondered as 
why he kept dragging out that 
photograph if it bothered him so 
But I was used to his drunken 
y now. I knew there was noth- 
but wait for the liquor to wear 
1 keep out of his sight. 
| to duck around him to get to 
but he grabbed my wrist and 
e around so I could see the 
frayed snapshot he held. “Look 
he commanded. “Even then she 
ting on me, and we hadn’t been 
a year. The no-good 
utine was familiar, but tonight, 
hts, | had hoped he would spare 
he forced me to look at the pic- 
listen again to his recital of the 








e don’t torture me like this,” I sobbed 
nly. “Begging you makes me feel 
p, but you used to kiss me, hold me. 
Ind now...” 


“ape 


lurid details of my mother’s short, but 
fast life. Then, when he had finished, | 


would have to get down on my knees and 





swear that I would never, never be like 
her. 

Secretly, | admired the beauty of the 
woman in the photograph. I couldn't 
remember her, but it was easy to see 
that she had what it takes to be a heart- 
breaker. The picture was a shot of her 
on the beach, posed astride a huge beach 
ball, with a man looking over her shoul- 
der. He was, according to Pop, the first 
of my mother’s escapades. 

Now, as my eyes blurred from the 
pain where Pop had grabbed me, I tried 
to imagine what she was really like. Had 
she really been so bad? Had she delib- 
erately turned Pop into the twisted, bit- 
ter old man he was—or had he brought 
it all on himself with his quick suspicions 
and brooding jealousy? She was certain- 
ly beautiful enough to captivate any man. 
The bathing suit she wore, while in the 
style of the °30’s, revealed sumptuous 
curves, and the smile on her face was 
full of mischief. The man standing be- 
hind her had his arms around her waist 
and the way he had his cheek against 
hers showed that it didn’t matter to him 
that Pop was right in front of them with 
the camera. 

I finally managed to twist away from 
Pop and run into my room. I didn’t 
bother locking the door; he would never 
enter my room. I looked at myself in 
the mirror, saw the fright in my face. 
I'd heard so much about my mother— 
all of it bad. I was actually beginning 
to think that I was like her. Lately I’d 
been disturbed by strange, new feelings 
that sometimes surged through me, usu- 
ally when I was around boys. The wild 
thoughts that leaped into my head made 
me ashamed. 

My father wouldn’t let me use lipstick, 
but I managed to—on the sly. I guess I 
didn’t look much like a schoolgirl, but 
I didn’t feel like one either. 

I heard some of the boys talking about 
me one day. “Pick up on that chick, 
Shirley!” said one. “She sure walks that 
walk!” The other fellow laughed. “Yeah, 
but the question is, does she talk that 
talk? I’d sure like to find out if her 
story is what | think it is!” 

Sure, they’d all like to date me, I 
thought bitterly, if they could do it on 
the sly. Just one thing was on their 
minds and (Continued on Page 67) 
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OW NOW why they say a sailor 
a girl in every port and why it’s 
ne times out of ten. It’s a tough, 
fe a seaman leads and when he 
1 port he never knows whether 

back. 


ike the next one. So a sailor gets 


No one can guarantee 


t out of every minute of his shore 
ist as his forbears have done ever 
nan first went to sea. Life’s too 
iin to spend that precious time 


of the port and girl you left 


t that | was the kind of sailor you 


:bout in novels or see in the movies. 
was nothing glamorous about my 
at or ashore. Far from it. I was 
1e of the thousands of menhaden 
en who never get beyond a few 
ff the southern Atlantic seaboard 
coast of the Gulf of Mexico. We 

hard and if we wind up with more 

$500 for the fishing season, we con- 
urselves lucky. 

nhaden, in case you’ve never heard 

is a fish about 12 to 18 inches long. 

years in big schools in the Atlantic 
ilf during the summer. Sometimes 
illed mossbunker, pogy or bony 
They’re not good eating fish but 
iluable for fertilizer, cattle feed, 
making paints and cosmetics. 
ils from the menhaden are used in 
ng hides. 
from May to October, fleets of 

s craft ply the waters, making port 

to unload the catch and immedi- 

putting out to sea again. As I said, 
ugged life and it takes a rugged 
keep signing on year after year. 
rews are composed of men from 
inland farms, seacoast towns, 

arge cities; men who’ve knocked 

d the world on tramp steamers, and 

who’ve sailed on the big liners, 
ought they could leave the sea, 
return. 
year was only my second aboard 

haden vessel, but I guess I wasn’t 
ferent from the old timers. I knew 
about sailing, and most important 

[ wasn't afraid. The reason I'd 

1 on again was because Jake Moon, 

iddy, had an idea of going into 
s for himself and he wanted me 

me in. He wanted to buy his own 
and hire out to sportsmen who 

d to go after big game fish. 

ick,” he’d said to me, “we can’t 

lve located a 45-foot cabin cruiser 
as any (Continued on Page 51) 
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Two men who loved the same woman sailed the high seas 
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W hen death almost came to one 


of them. the triangle straightened out. 


Her fingers did not release their grip on 
my arms. Instead she moved closer, her 
head tilted. I could feel the warm sweet- 

ness of her. 
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THEY CALLED MB 
WILD 


Everyone in town called Rusty a wild girl, but the talk 
really went around when she decided to make her teacher 
fall in love with her. 


OU TELL ME why the world is 
round, and I'll tell you why I kissed 
fessor Lacy when he gave me a lift 
t night. It was a fool thing to do, I 

But | was always doing fool 


r instance, there was the night of 
frosh-soph fight, when I peeled off 
dress and shinnied up a greased flag 
with the sophomore flag between my 
I raised the flag. But that wasn’t 


hat the faculty raised the next morning 


the Standard-Times carried a 
t-page picture of me in my under- 


erybody in Middleton thought I was 
Well, I was. Mother didn’t pay 
sttention to me, except to see that I 


t three square meals a day and decent 


s to wear. Dad was dead. I'd 
running loose all over town ever 
e I could remember. 
But I didn’t know anyone thought I 
bad” until the night Mark Summers 
d to see what made me tick. 
We'd been out honkey-tonking. Mark 
i had a little too much to drink. But 
n he pulled into a lane and switched 


f the ignition, I didn’t raise a row. I 


ght it would be just the same old 
to which I’d become accustomed; 


little free love—not too free. 


But the moment Mark took me in his 
and | felt his breath scorching my 
ek, I knew I had made a mistake. He 


is going to be hard to handle—plenty 


His face hovered over mine, its quick, 


vage hunger etched in the moonlight. 


lark eyes were smouldering with de- 
His lips crushed down on mine. 
1en—TI pushed Mark away, afraid of 
afraid of myself. 
How’s about a cigarette?” I made my 
e casual, careless. 


He fumbled in his pocket and brought 
out a crumpled package of cigarettes. 
Then he produced a match. But he 
couldn’t strike it. His fingers were all 
thumbs. 

“Here, let me.” I took it away from 
him, scratched it on the steering wheel, 
and held its flame to our cigarettes— 
first his, then mine. 

I made that cigarette last as long as I 
could. I was a little scared, somehow. 
Finally Mark held my wrist and made me 
drop the short stub out the window. 

“Throw that thing away before you 
burn your fingers,” he commanded. 

“All right, Bluebeard,” | mocked and 
knew at once I’d said the wrong thing. 

“I wish you were my seventh wife,” 
he came back, pulling me against him, 
nestling his lips in the hollow of my 
throat. 

“Stop, Mark,” I demanded, twisting 
away. “You know me. It’s kisses I pay 
with. Nothing more. How’s about a 
nice, luscious kiss, then let’s get goin’. 
Okay ?” 

“No.” His face was sullen. “It’s not 
okay. You get a guy all worked up, 
then expect him to snap it off like it was 
electricity, or something. I’ve had about 
enough of that. You know how to put 
too much in a kiss to make me believe 
all that untouched-virgin stuff!” 

His arms were reaching for me again 
—but I evaded them. I was angry, hurt, 
bewildered. “You may not believe it, 


Mark, but it’s true. And don’t think 
you're any exception!” 

“All right.” His breath came uneven- 
ly. “If that’s the way you feel about it. 
But your reputation won’t be worth two 
cents by tomorrow night.” 

| shrank from the cruel glimmer in 
his eyes, the stubborn set of his jaw. 

“Mark! What do you mean? You— 
you wouldn’t—” My voice filled with 
quick horror as the full significance of 
his words struck home. 

“That’s what you think.” He laughed 
shortly. I could see his hands trembling 
on the wheel. “You’re the only girl on 
the campus I’d walk across the street to 
kiss. What do you expect of a man, 
when you turn that high voltage sex ap- 
peal on him. I mean it, Rusty. Tonight 
or else.” 

All my hurt and fear turned to anger. 
So that was his little game! Blackmail. 
Plain, unadulterated blackmail. My vir- 
ginity or my reputation—either one— 
was at stake. 

Quick as a flash I struck out, hitting 
him hard across the mouth. I jerked 
the door open, and ran stumblingly, des- 
perately, across the prairie—cat-claws 
tearing my hose to shreds, mesquite 
thorns scratching my face and soft bare 
arms. 

Mark switched on the lights. I 
crouched behind a clump of chaparral, 


my heart (Continued on Page 73) 
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Leigh learned to use men for suckers, making them pay for good times and fine clothes. but 


she didn’t reckon with fate which sent along a man she really loved. 


I SUPPOSE it is easy enough for a girl 

to persuade herself that what she 
wants to do is the right thing te do—or 
at least not very wrong. Running away 
to the 
tenced to jail seemed the only thing to 


city the day my aunt was sen- 
do—-stunned and shocked as Ff was by 
the discovery of the shady nature of the 
little roadheuse that had been my home 
ill the years | could remember. 

| guess you just don't question what 
vou re I knew that 


(Lunt Belle’s little resort on the edge of 


used to all vour life. 


that the people 


was shabby. and 


who came there enjoved noiss parties o1 


liked to get off in the private litthe rooms 
in twosomes. But I'd thought it was be 
cause the meals weren't too good. and the 
place was pretty slipshod. that she didn't 
attract the better class of patrons. 

I'd never the 
house with the fact that 1 didn’t) make 


once connected road- 
real friends at school. even among the 
girls. and that no boy had ever asked me 
to_a school dance. 

| thought my lack of popularity wa- 
somehow my own fault. and anxious! 
Vd gaze into the mirror trving out my 
hair in new wavs. and wondering if Id 


ever grow taller and have the ripe eurye- 
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[ vied so much in some of the othe: 
oirls, 

When | was about sixteen. so of 
Belle’s v = rs wh saw t ask { WIN | 
couldn't stay downstairs. at least for a 
while. when her parties were in prog 
ress. But Belle only shook het rood 
natured head and sent me up to my roo 
with my school books 

“You dont want Leigh's parents tut 

Y i Kaa Bb ee are lo vou. dea Mg 
shed ask whichever in had spoke 

That girl’s got brains as well as looks 
wd s ‘sg sunt to sometl v 

Phere il i ght \ tually 




















Disgraced by her own aunt, 

Leigh went out on her own 

to become a scheming big- 
time city gold-digger. 


one of the men followed me up the stairs 
tomy room. The intruder was old Thad 
Wickerstrom, one of the town’s notorious 
women-chasers, whose daughter Irene 
was in my year at high school. His 
grasping hands and loose lips had dis- 
gusted me the few times I’d met him on 
the street. And now, since his wife was 
in a sanitarium recovering from a nerv- 
ous breakdown, he’d been taking his din- 
ners here at Belle’s regularly. 

Belle must have been out in the kitchen 
mixing drinks when he came tiptoeing 
stealthily into my room. 

“Be a nice child,” he coaxed in his 
wheezing voice, thickened now with pas- 
sion. “I’ll buy you a pretty present.” He 
put out those grasping hands of his and 
clutched at the robe I’d tried to huddle 
around myself when he burst in. 

| shrank back in terror against the 
bed. He leaned over and grasped me by 
the shoulders, planting a dank noisy kiss 
on my neck. 

At his touch I experienced a raging 
fury. “You get out of here,” I stormed, 
jerking back and beating him on the 
chest with my fists. 

My resistance only inflamed him more. 
“Come now, come now,” he. panted, 
grabbing my hands. “This life’s bound 
to take you in. Why not let me be the 
first? I’ve got money—” 

I sank my voice to a tense whisper. 
“Want me to tell Irene after history class 
tomorrow?” I threatened. 

He let go as if he’d been stabbed. “You 

you wouldn’t do that?” he demanded, 
his voice a sudden quaver. 

hen Belle stood in the doorway. “You 
get downstairs this minute, you old bat,” 
she shrilled at him. As Thad Wicker- 
strom lumbered hastily downstairs, loud 
guffaws from the room below floated up 
to me. 

The next day Belle was arrested and 
sentenced to a term in jail, for running 
1 “public nuisance.” Thad Wickerstrom 
had reported her to police, lying that he 
had been going to her place to “investi- 
gate,” purely in the interests of decency. 
Thad got away with that cock and bull 
Story. 
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I learned also that Thad planned to 
have the juvenile authorities commit me 
to a home for wayward girls until I was 
twenty-one! 

But I took what little money Belle kept 
in our secret hiding place—she wouldn’t 
be needing it until she was out of jail— 
and eluded the authorities. I got on a 
train for the city. I huddled into my 
seat by the window, not daring to look 
around, afraid I’d be recognized and 
taken off the train. I was so dazed by 
what had happened that I could scarcely 
force myself to believe it. Aunt Belle 
a—a common nuisance! That’s what the 
judge had called her. Little things I re- 
called now pointed it all up. I should 
have known! I shouldn’t have been so 
plain dumb all these years! But Aunt 
Belle had been so kind to me, taking me 
in as a forelorn, scared little motherless 
waif all those many years ago! 

I'd make it up to her! I'd get a job 
in the city, and when she got out of 
prison I’d make a home for her. She 
could find a job, too, maybe, an honest 
job! The porter had to shake my shoul- 
der to rouse me when the train reached 
the city. 

I found a cheap room in a cheap 
neighborhood and started hunting work. 
But I had no training, and as soon as 
anyone asked me for references, or where 
I had worked before, I clamped my 
mouth shut. I visioned the police on my 
trail every moment, just waiting to take 
me back. I was far too frightened and 
inexperienced to make up a convincing 
story. 

After several days, I went into a third- 
rate restaurant that had a WAITRESS 
WANTED sign in the window. When I 
spoke timidly to the man behind the cash 
register, he barely raised his head. 

“You look pretty frail, girlie,” he said. 
“We want a big, buxom dame who can 
carry a tray and keep the bums in their 
place.” 

I should have been used to being 
turned down, but my purse was getting 
thinner and thinner. By the time I had 
tramped several blocks farther up the 
street, and slipped into a nicer-looking 
restaurant for a cup of coffee to keep me 
going, I found myself blinking back 
tears that I had been too proud to shed. 

I wasn’t even aware that another girl 
was sitting across from me until she 
spoke. “What’s the matter, girlie—get 
run over by a ten-ton truck?” 


I looked up to see a tall, showy, 
theatrical-looking girl gazing at me. It 
was the sympathy in her voice that 
caused those tears to well over. I found 
myself telling her I was broke and out 
of a job. 

“It’s tough all right being a new kid 
in a big city,” she murmured. She eyed 
me speculatively for some little time and 
then she said, “Could be you’re the break 
I’ve been looking for. I need a country 
cousin or something to keep an over- 
eager guy in his place. You'd do as well 
as an Aunt Matilda.” 

When I looked up, surprised, she 
added, “Sort of a temporary chaperone, 
you know. There’s a guy I want to 
stall.” 

Meekly I followed her—Yvonne Ash- 
ford her name was—as she left the res- 
taurant and called a cab. She lived alone 
in a small, swank apartment. I gasped 
at the sheer luxuriousness of it. 

Smiling at my pleasure, she said brisk- 
ly, “We'll take you in hand this very 
minute and see if we can’t brighten you 
up a bit. How’d you like to go to the 
Chrystal Chanson tonight?” 

I touched the skirt of my inexpensive 
blue suit that had been my Sunday best 
back home. “I couldn’t go to a night 
club wearing this,” I told her. 

She smiled a wry smile. “Just leave 
that to your fairy god-mother.” She went 
to the phone and dialed a number. Soon 
she was saying in a plaintive voice, “I 
know we have that date tonight, Jeffie 
boy, but a cute little out-of-town cousin 
of mine has dropped in for a visit, and I 
should entertain her instead.” 

I couldn’t hear what he said, of course, 
but she replied, 

“That’s awfully nice of you to ask her 
to go along, and I know you'd bring a 
swell date for her, but the truth is, the 
kid hasn’t a thing she could possibly 
wear. There’s not much night life out in 
the sticks, you know. She’s too tiny to 
fit my clothes, or I could loan her some- 
thing.” 

She listened a moment and then burst 
out, “Oh, thanks, Jeffie. Remind me to 
tell you what a darling you are! We'll 
meet you at Bartons at two-thirty, then.” 
She put down the receiver and turned a 
radiant face to me. 

“Jeff's going to buy you some duds. 
Now don’t start objecting! He’s got 
plenty and he might as well be spend- 
ing some of (Continued on Page 62) 
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Let’s Give Thanks 


HANKSGIVING season we have ex- 

tra reason to bow heads and give 

thanks for the many blessings which 

have been bestowed upon us for the past 
year. 

Then, too, it’s a good time for families 

to get together and visit relatives one 











has not had time to see during the hustle 
and bustle of the hot summer months. 
Family reunions are in order. Young 
people home from college long for the 
taste of good home cooking that they 
have missed. 


Nothing has more eye appeal than a 


fat, browned turkey, with a complete 
array of colorful vegetables such as corn 
pudding, the traditional sweet potatoes 
and all the trimmings that go with the 
season. Shown on these pages are ideas 
for the home and meals for the coming 
festive season. 
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Hubbards of Cleveland recently moved into their five-room, ranch-style house, which is compact and as modern as the 
vative homes in current construction. Made of cement blocks, it has five rooms; kitchen-dinette area, living room, two 


bedrooms and den. Mr. Hubbard’s designed, planned house. The Hubbards did the painting and decorating. 








modern kitchen has natural birch cabinets, is Bedroom walls are navy. Furniture is modern, twin beds have one- 

ith garbage disposal unit, gas range, electric clothes piece headboard. High window provides adequate light, and at the 

t is convertible to a dishwasher and electric clothes same time allows maximum furniture placement. Room size is in 
dryer. Ceiling is chartreuse. keeping with current economy trend. 
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Dehart Hubbards Did Own } 
Planning For Small Home 


SMALL HOUSE with all the fea- 

tures of a‘larger one, is the way Mr. 
Dehart Hubbard of Cleveland, Ohio de- 
scribes his new home. After five years 
with the Federal Housing Authority, pre- 
ceded by five years with the Public Hous- 
ing Authority of Cleveland, Mr. Hubbard 
was certainly in a position to plan the 
perfect house for his needs. He was his 
own contractor, letting the contracts to 
various specialists, and doing much of 
the simple carpentry and landscaping 
himself. 

Although rooms in the house are 
strictly modern in these days when the 
small room is im vogue as an economy 
measure, they are adequate and ample 
space is provided for the placement of 
the house 

All walls are 


furniture. Colors in are 


bright and imaginative. 
painted, and floors are gray asphalt tile 
except the bathroom floor which is black 
and white. There is no skimping on 


closet space. The double sliding closet 
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doors give maximum usage of space 
since there is no necessity for the allow- 
ance of door swing. 

The heating system is the new gas hot 
air perimeter, the first of its kind to be 
installed in Cleveland. Mr. Hubbard saw 
it used in Milwaukee and was convinced 
that it was the most efficient modern 
method. 

Windows throughout the house are 
high—four feet from the floor—so that 
almost any item of furniture can be 
placed beneath them without losing pri- 
vacy. The modern two-foot overhang all 
around the roof protects the walls, cuts 
down direct sunlight, and allows win- 
dows to be kept open even in heavy rains. 

An entirely new idea is introduced by 
placing the kitchen on the front of the 
house with the living room on the rear. 

Although the home is valued at $15,- 
000, Mr. Hubbard says it cost consider- 
ably less to build. He and his wife did 
much of the work. 
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Bathroom top is aqua, walls aqua and 
black tile. Frosted glass separates water 
closet area from bathtub, assuring privacy. 
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Living room walls are wine red against gray tile floor. Outstanding feature in living room is wood-burning fireplace. In smart, low 
design it is faced with glazed Roman brick, buff-toned longer and narrower than common brick, and asymmetrically placed beside 
wall bookcases. Warm, striated plywood over the fireplace is another modern decorating note. Colorful draw drapes add to attractiveness. 
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COOKING 














Cranberry Pie 


icious pie was prize winner at the New England County Fair. For beauty, flavor, texture and ease of preparation, it is unsurpassed. To 
s pie, combine 2 1-lb. cans whole cranberry sauce, 2 tbsps. butter, 44 cup brown or white sugar. Spoon into unbaked pastry shell. Cover with 
rips. Bake 30 to 40 minutes in 425° F. oven or until crust is golden brown. Cool and serve. For extra special treat, serve with ice cream. 


Cranberries For Holiday Dishes 


\BERRIES, with their tangy, tart 
‘r, continue to bring delight to 
ho enjoy good and healthful food. 
rries are now at their best. Al- 
available all the year, interest 
delicacy is heightened around 
giving time, due to the delight- 
traditional combination of cran- 
juce and roast turkey. Cranberry 
f course, makes any holiday per- 
it if homemakers have neglected 
yme of the other delectable rec- 
their use, the family has been 
1 of a real treat. 


In the Eastern states where these lus- 
cious berries are grown, the cranberry 
harvest is celebrated with a festival. New 
ideas and recipes are tried and tested. 
Many prizes are given for top honors. 
Tasty recipes for pies, cakes, tarts, jams 
and puddings are only a few which have 
been developed to please the eye and 
palate. 

It is generally believed that the cran- 
berry got its name from an early varia- 


° “ ” ° 
tion of “crane berry,” so named because 


the blossoms are shaped like a crane’s 
neck and head. No matter from what 


source the berry derived its name, its 
wholesome eating qualities and brilliant, 
colorful appearance have made it a hit 
with the American public. Approximate- 
ly 62,500,000 pounds of cranberries are 
consumed each year, demonstrating the 
popularity of the “little red berry.” Use- 
ful as garnishes cranberries are not just 
a seasonal food, but may be used eco- 
nomically throughout the year. Many 
different ways of using these berries 
other than in the traditional sauce, have 
been discovered. On these pages are new 
ideas for every meal. 








Cranberry Salad Molds 


Dissolve 1 package raspberry-flavored gelatin in 1 cup boiling water. 
Stir until the liquid is sparkling clear. Add 1 cup cold water. Set 
in refrigerator until mixture begins to jell. Wash and remove blem- 
ishes from 1 orange, cut into quarters, remove seeds. Put rind and 
pulp through food chopper. Add to No. 2 can of cranberry sauce 
which has been beaten with wire egg whip until smooth. Fold cran- 
berry sauce and orange into slightly jelled raspberry gelatin. Chill 
in shallow pans or individual molds. 
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Quick Cranberry Coffee Cake 


Combine 1 cup fresh cranberries which have been halved, with % cup 
granulated sugar. Allow to stand for 10 min. Prepare any good cake mix 
according to package directions. Stir in sugared cranberries. Pour into 
8” x 8” square cake pan. Bake in moderate oven 350° F. 40-45 minutes, 
or until cake is done. Combine % cup granulated sugar, % cup water. 
Boil gently about 5 min. Add 1 cup fresh halved cranberries. Continue 
to boil 5 min. longer or until cranberries are glazed. Remove from heat. 
Cool. Decorate cake, when cooled, with candied cranberries. 


Cranberry Ambrosia 


Candied fresh cranberries served with chilled 
orange segments and shredded coconut make 
refreshing dessert. Cook cranberries in sugar 
syrup about five min. Combine 1 cup gran- 
ulated sugar, 4% cup water in saucepan; boil 
five min.; add 2 cups fresh cranberries, con- 
tinue to boil five min. Set aside to cool. Peel 6 
, oranges. Cut into segments. Combine cranberry 
sauce and orange segments; pour into shallow 
' dish or pan. Place in refrigerator to chill. Just 
j before serving, add coconut. Garnish with mint 
) leaves, if desired. 





FASHION 


GOOD SET of luggage is a “must” for the smart coed. When purchasing 
luggage, don’t be misled by its outward appearance. It is the inside work- 
manship which gives durable wearing qualities. 

Young people seldom have enough money to buy a complete set of luggage at 
one time—but don’t be discouraged. It is lots of fun to begin your luggage col- 
lection with a “starter set.” In no time at all, the set will be completed. Start 
with an overnight case, often called a “party box.” It is ideal for carrying cos- 
metics and big enough to hold pajamas, dressing robe and slippers. Next, add 
the pullman case, either the 26” or 29” size. This will solve the problem of 

bulky suits and swishy party gowns. 

Next, begin expanding the set to include other pieces as 
they are needed. 

Shown on these pages is luggage from the Amelia Ear- 
hart Luggage Company of Newark, New Jersey, which 
is smart and appropriate for travel by car, train or plane. 
Luggage is made from finest quality rawhide, leather, 
canvas, tweeds and twills. Prices are within reach of any 
budget. 
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tive white sand Air-Lite luggage has mahogany leather. Smart luggage for train travel is three-piece natural Suntan leather 
cashmere sweater, imported British tweed skirt, accent with heavy machine stitching in natural thread. Swansdown suit is 
lines of luggage set, adding swank and serviceability. chic grey with boxy poodle cloth jacket, pencil slim worsted skirt. 



































HEALTH 
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ry to popular opinion, the headache is not always a simple, uncomplicated ail- 

hich will “pass away with time.” Often headaches indicate something seriously 

with the system. It is often a good idea to consult a physician if headaches 
recur frequently. 


Headaches 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
futhor of ** The Biology Of The Negro” 
iEN HEADACHE is offered as a 


for release from a social 






\\ as an inevitable affliction, is like any 
AsO 
on the question is never raised 
the headache is a suitable alibi 
her whether it is feigned or real. trivial, but it can also be a grave dis- 
ne knows that a real headache is order. 
icitating enough to justify the can- 
of an engagement and to drive 


A full-blown head- 
ikes its victim unfit for pleasant 


“a headaches. They may be dull or throb- 
ree bing. They may be transitory or con- 
tinuous without let-up. And they may 


be periodic with each attack separated 
s always a symptom and never 


of itself. 
‘thing abnormal, a warning by 


by intervals of varying lengths. They 


ise It is an indication 


may be on one side of the head or on 
both sides. 
top, or back of the head. They may 


occur in the morning on arising or in 


iature calls attention to a dis- They may be at the front, 


ite which needs correction. Head- 
hich is patiently borne by many 





other pain, an indication that all is not 
well within the body. The condition 
that produces it may be and often is, 


There are many different kinds of 













the evening. They may or may not be 
accompanied by other symptoms of ill- 
ness. To the physician each of these 
characteristics has a significance which 
may put him on the trail of the cause. 

Actually, finding the cause of a head- 
ache is not an easy matter. Indeed, why 
the head should ache at all is not quite 
understood. The brain itself is insensi- 
tive. At operations where the skull is 
opened, the brain may be handled at will 
without evoking any sensation. On the 
other hand, the membranes, called the 
meninges, that cover the brain and sup- 
port the blood vessels are well supplied 
with nerves including some that conduct 
pain sensations. Therefore it is pre- 
sumed that headaches arise in the men- 
In order to 





































inges and not in the brain. 
arouse the sensation of pain there must 
be a stimulation by means of pressure. 
There are various pathological condi- 
tions in which such pressures in the head 
can be applied; but when all such ways 
are accounted for there still remain some 
forms of headache that cannot be ex- 
plained on the theory that there is an 
It 
is easy to see that any increase in the 
volume of material within the skull. 
whether it be fluid or solid, can marked- 
ly raise the intracranial pressure because 
the skull is a hard unyielding box that 
cannot adjust itself to varying pressures. 

It is believed that most headaches are 
the result of a disturbance of the blood 
vessels of the meninges in that there is 
a widening of these vessels. This in turn 


increased pressure within the skull. 


results in an increased amount of blood 
entering the skull to increase the pres- 
sure on the meninges and produce pain 
This explains how conditions unrelated 
in any way to the head can produce 
headache. For instance fatigue, one of 
the commonest causes of headaches, can 
produce through the nervous system a 
dilation of the intracranial blood vessels 
thus increasing pressure on the men- 
inges. In the same way, mental strain, 
persistent noises, emotional upsets, sea 
and car sickness, can produce severe 
These are classified as func- 
There are many other 
forms of functional headaches, such as 


headaches. 
tional causes. 


those associated with eyestrain, men- 
struation, and hunger, among other ills. 

Toxic conditions can produce violent 
headache. A good example of this is 
the patient who suffered severe headache 
every day until she found and remedied 





a small gas:leak in the kitchen range. 
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People in a closed car with a leaky 
exhaust pipe may receive just enough 
carbon monoxide to cause nagging head- 
ache. Or living in a stuffy, ill-ventilated 
house may have the same effect. Chronic 
kidney disease in which the kidneys are 
not able to throw off the body poisons 
may be associated with severe pain in 
the head. But the prince of all toxic 
headaches is what is commonly called a 
“hangover.” Many a person on a “morn- 
ing after” feels that he is going to die or 
wishes he could to escape the pangs of 
his headache. 

Much more significant is the headache 
associated with diseases within the skull. 
Of these the form caused by a brain 
Indeed, the 


first symptom of this dangerous disease 


tumor is the most sericus. 


is a severe and persistent headache. A 
tumor growing within the brain or on 
the meninges increases the pressure, at 
first enough to cause pain in the form 


of headache. 

Tuberculosis and syphilis may express 
themselves inside the skull by causing a 
growth which although not a tumor, has 
essentially the same effect. 

Severe headache can be the warning 
of an impending paralytic stroke. This 
common affliction is due to a rupture 
of a blood vessel within or on the sur- 
face of the brain. 
very small hemorrhage which increases 


It may begin with a 


the intracranial pressure causing head- 
ache. This is most often explosively 
followed by a massive hemorrhage which 
either kills or causes paralysis because 
the pressure of the escaped blood and 
loss of nutrition to the brain destroy vital 
tissue. 
ache is heeded it may be that by absolute 
rest the fatal or paralytic issue can be 
delayed or even averted. Meningitis and 
encephalitis, inflammatory diseases of 
the meninges and brain, respectively. 
are associated with another form of 
headache. 
production of an increased amount of 
fluid within the skull. 
is aware that an infection anywhere in 
the body has the possibility of being 
complicated with a meningitis or enceph- 
alitis, especially in children. 
gonorrhea, mastoiditis, 


If the warning signal of head- 


They have in common the 


Every physician 


Tubercu- 
losis, syphilis, 
sinusitis, pneumonia, scarlet fever and 
other specific infections carry the threat 
of this complication. There are other 
diseases, such as cerebral spinalmenin- 
gitis, poliomye- (Continued on Page 66) 
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(Continued from Page 13) 


nder at curing wounded feelings. A 
half hour later she had me bundled in bed 
with a nice, warm snack in my stomach 
ind a warning not to worry. But sleep was 
another thing. It just wouldn’t come. 

Instead, the whole tragic story of our 
plit-up paraded before me, as vivid as it 
had unfolded in real life. . . . 

[ was already engaged when I first met 
Donald. My betrothal was one of those 

derstood” things with a cute guy next 
loor. We had grown up together and were 
is cluse as sister and brother. Our folks 
had always assumed that we would become 
life partners and Ray and I had more or 
less fallen into a pattern of acceptance. 
But there wasn’t any spark between us, no 
elow for each other. We were comfortable 
together and everyone always murmured 
that we made “such a lovely couple.” 

Ray and I had both begun working after 
graduating from high school. Neither of 
our families had the money to send us to 
college nor could they afford to wait 
round until we got college educations. We 
both had to get in there and pitch to help 
out with family finances, 

It was one night when we went dancing 
it the Savoy that I met Don. He was in a 
varty of fellows from New York’s City Col- 
ege who were celebrating one of their 
member’s election as president of the stu- 
dent body. Ray and I had become involved 

me of those friendly little spats so com- 
mon to a couple which has been engaged 
for a long time. There wasn’t any bitter- 
ness about it, but Ray was teasing me by 
paying a great deal of attention to a cute 
little high yellow number who could dance 

f this world. Determined not to be out- 
lone, | began looking for a candidate to 
join me in a little innocent flirtation. 

lhe CCNY bunch was noisy and, for the 
most part, inspired by whatever they had 
been drinking. But they looked like a 
clean, wholesome bunch of fellows out for 
1 good time. My eye lit on one not-too- 
tall, curly-headed, Indian tan member of 
he party who was a bit off from the group. 

‘That’s for me,” I decided. Id never 
before approached a fellow so boldly, but I 
valked straight over to him and said: 

You know, Ill bet you’re a wonderful 


i 
| 
| 


dancer. 

lo this day, I am certain that if Don had 
responded as almost nine out of ten fellows 
would have to a broad invitation from a 
not-too-bad-looking girl, we might have 
had a little fun that evening and that would 

e been the end of it. But he didn’t 
respond that way and his reply almost 
knocked me off my feet. 
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“T dance a little,” he told me coolly, not 
even moving an inch, “But I don’t usually 
go for pickups.” ‘ 

I have always had quite a temper and 
this unexpected answer got under my skin. 
Who did this conceited character think he 
was anyhow? I placed both hands on my 
hips and let him have it. 

“Well, I like that,” I exclaimed. “You've 
got a nerve assuming I’m a pickup, just be- 
cause I tried to be friendly. It so happens 
that I don’t care whether you want to 
dance with me or not. I was just trying 
to use you to make my boyfriend jealous 
anyhow. You look like a real square. 
Forget I ever mentioned it.” 

His mouth fell open in amazement as | 
turned and switched away saucily. I was 
blazing with indignation, more at myself, 
I realized, than at this hincty young man 
who had taken advantage of the unflatter- 
ing position in which I had placed myself. 

Back at the booth where I had been sit- 
ting, watching Ray’s antics, I fell into a 
real blue mood. With all the illogic of a 
spurned woman, I was getting sore at Ray 
himself now. Suddenly, an apologetic 
voice murmured at my elbow. 

“Miss. I want to apologize for my rude- 
ness. [ just misunderstood. Shouldn’t have 
shot off my mouth like I did.” 

I turned slowly and sized up the speaker. 
It was, of course, the same fellow who had 
rebuffed me. Instantly I noticed his dark, 
brooding eyes. They were beautiful eyes 
and he was even more good-looking than 
I had been able to notice when I spoke to 
him. His disarming smile made me forget 
my sour mood. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” I told him. “It 
was really my fault. I shouldn’t have been 
so forward.” 

“May I sit down?” he asked. 

That was the beginning of a long con- 
versation during which I was delighted to 
note Ray’s frequent glances over in my 
direction. We hadn’t been talking more 
than ten minutes when I realized that I 
was forgetting about making Ray jealous 
and more interested in Donald. He had 
an easy charm and an engaging personal- 
ity. When we danced finally, something 
electric passed between us; that something 
which always leads either to real trouble 
or lasting bliss. 


T WAS THAT something which made 

me welcome Dongald’s invitation to “go 
for a little ride.” We ended up whizzing 
along the West Side Highway headed to- 
ward Westchester. Very few words passed 
between us, a strange thing for people 
who had known each other only a matter of 
hours. But there was nothing strange 
when we pulled up in a little by-road and, 
almost as if guided by some compelling 
power, found ourselves in each other’s 
arms. 

The instant Donald’s lips met mine, I 
knew the bursting thrill of first real love. 
Many times. I had kissed Ray playfully or 
on parting after a date. But there had 
never been this pounding of the heart, this 


filling up completely with innate joy, this 
tingle which ran from the top of my head 
to the tip of my toes. Right then and 
there I would have done anything Donald 
asked me to do—run away with him, die 
or give myself to him. The swirling pas- 
sion of which I had heard my girl friends 
speak was alive within me and my breath 
came in short, sharp gasps. For the sec- 
ond time that evening, Donald surprised 
me, acted unlike any other fellow I’d ever 
met or gone out with. 

Releasing me and gently removing my 
clinging arms from his neck, he warned: 

“Hold up, baby. There’s nothing I'd 
like better, but we’ve got to be careful 
before we both blow up. You don’t want 
that, do you?” 

I felt frustrated and ashamed that it was 
he who had to remind me that I was losing 
control, but some sane sense deep down 
inside of me made me exultant at the same 
time. Donald was decent, worthwhile, | 
told myself. He wasn’t the typical wolf 
who took advantage of every girl he met. 
He was a man worth having, a man who 
could respect a woman. 

We kissed again tenderly. I remem- 
bered Ray back at the Savoy and began to 
feel guilty for running off as I had done. 
I had acted like a common slut, taking up 
with a strange man minutes after I'd met 
him. But I didn’t care. My heart was 
singing with the glory of newborn love. 

Donald took me home. We were locked 
in a goodnight kiss when a taxicab pulled 
up behind us and Ray jumped out. 

I held my breath as he rushed over to 
the car. 

“Gosh, thank God,” Ray said breathless- 
ly. “I thought something had happened to 
you.” 

He wasn’t angry at all. In fact, he told 
us a cheery goodnight and got back into 
the cab. 

“What kind of boy friend have you got?” 
Donald asked me in amazement. 

“Oh, Ray doesn’t care,” I explained. 
“He’s more like a brother. I think he’d be 
relieved if I found someone to love. We've 
been engaged for years, an idea of our 
families. We'll always be fond of each 
other but never in love.” 

“Have you found someone to love?” 
Donald asked me quietly. 

“T think so,” I told him soberly. “I 
think so.” 

And I had. For a deliriously happy six 
months Donald and I went steady. Ray 
reacted just as I had predicted, wishing 
me luck and going about his merry way. 
As for Donald and me, we seemed never to 
lose the thrill of that first night. Our likes 
and dislikes were in tune with each other’s. 
We appreciated the same movies, mutually 
hated television, enjoyed the same books. 

There was only one point of disagree- 
ment. That came about during our love- 
making. Always it seemed more than I 
could bear to stop at kissing and the other 
fond caressing common to lovers. And al- 
ways, Donald halted me just as I was about 
to lead us across the danger line. 
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One evening when the situation had he- 
come unusually frantic, Donald pushed me 
away from him roughly and said in a tense 
voice: 

“Let’s get married, hon.” 

Already breathless, I gulped in surprise. 

“When, Donald?” _ 

“Now, tomorrow, as soon as we can get 
blood tests and a license,” he answered. 

Mother tried to get me to think things 
over more clearly when I told her, but my 
mind was made up. Donald and I were 
married less than a week later. We lived 
with my folks for two months and all the 
time Donald kept hinting at a wonderful 
surprise for me. 

The surprise made me gloriously happy. 
In these days of terrible housing shortage, 
Donald had found a couple with a parlor 
floor and. basement in a two story brick 
house in Brooklyn which they were willing 
to sub-let. The husband was a lieutenant 
in Japan and his wife was returning to his 
post with him for an indefinite period. But 
ever more thrilling, Donald had used all 
his ingenuity, savings and credit rating to 
furnish the house completely with as much 
taste as I would have done it. There was 

only one fly in the ointment or maybe I 
should say two. 

Those twin beds in our bedroom! 

The moment I saw them, unable to re- 
strain my irritation, I exclaimed. 

“Oh Donald, why twin beds?” 

“Because I think they’re a good idea,” 
he answered lightly. 

“But I don’t want to sleep in twin beds,” 
I cried. I knew I was acting like a heel, 
making an issue of this when Donald had 
done so much to please me. But there 
was more to my objection than met the 
eye. In the short time we had been mar- 
ried, one difference had grown up between 
us. It was a hangover from the days of 
our courtship. By nature, I was highly 
emotional, extremely passionate. Donald 
was one of those almost prudish men who 
felt that relationships between husband 
and wife should be restrained and almost 
planned. To my distressed mind, these 
twin beds represented surrender to his 
ideas, rather than fulfillment of mine. 

I decided to let the subject drop for 
then, but increasingly, after we had moved 
into our new home, it came up and widened 
the gap between us. 

Donald did his best to get his point over. 
He denied heatedly that he had bought 
twin beds because he wanted to cool my 
ardor. He used all the stock arguments 
that are utilized by exponents of the twin 
bed philosophy: that it is more sanitary to 
have them; that they afford each individual 
a deeper sense of freedom and relaxation; 
that they prevent over-indulgence. 

But doggedly, I kept to my argument 
that Donald’s buying twin beds had been 
a rebuke to me; that it indicated that he 
didn’t love me as much as I loved him. I 
kept thinking back to how he had treated 
me like a naughty little girl when we made 
love before we were married; not that I 
didn’t appreciate that it had been this at- 
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titude which had kept our relationship de- 
cent and clean. But I began to feel con- 
demned, to decide that Donald was silently 
criticising me, thinking of me as a shame- 
less person. Why shouldn’t I demonstrate 
my love in a healthy way? 
The blow-up came one night as we were 
preparing to go to sleep. Donald had been 
y mechanical and cool as he kissed me 
id night. I had lain in bed for fifteen 
twenty minutes brooding about his at- 
tude, feeling sorry for myself about the 
hadow which had come across our happi- 
Suddenly, everything seemed to pile 
ip inside of me. I sat up suddenly, 
witched on the light and declared, 
I’m not going to sleep in this old bed 
iny longer, Donald.” 
It was exactly the wrong time for me to 
take a stand. Donald had been through 
1 hectic day at work, gotten involved in a 
iolent argument with his boss on the job. 
He was out of sorts. 
You act more like an old woman than 
2 red-blooded man, Donald,” I screamed 
it him. ‘“‘What’s wrong with you. Or bet- 
ter still, what’s wrong with me? Am I 
repulsive that you don’t want to touch 


rie . 
We had quarreled before but never with 
this intensity. And always in the morning 
we had made up. 


TH AT NEXT MORNING we hadn't 
made up. In fact that was the morning 
f the day I had walked out of the ‘house 

ind out of Donald’s life, as I thought, for 
0d °° 

The next few days, I went around the 

house like one in a dream. Mom was so 

inderstanding, but it was quite obvious 

w worried she was. I wanted badly to 
confide in her, but as the days went by, I 
became more and. more resolved not to say 
inything. Donald phoned almost every 
night, but I refused to talk with him. One 
Sunday afternoon, when I was home alone, 
he called. 

Honey, I’ve got to see you,” he said as 
oon as | answered. 

[ never want to see you again, Donald,” 
[ said coldly. “In fact, I’ve already talked 
with my lawyer about a divorce.” 

[ hung up and sat down right next to the 
elephone and cried. 

What a sight my face was when I looked 
in the hallway mirror a few minutes later! 
Examining my face, I also began to ex- 
imine my inner self. How dare Donald 
wreck my life like this? How dare he de- 
feat me so by making me feel unwanted. 

was still young, still attractive. Why 

ild I waste away for him when there 
were plenty of others who would be thrilled 
t the chance? I would see a lawyer. I 
vould get a divorce. Now, right now! 

I was spitefully, viciously glad I had 

ached a decision. I’d show Donald! 

But the most unexpected thing happened 
when | had my interview with Attorney 
Richard Gordon. I explained the whole 

iation thoroughly, emphasizing Donald’s 

eatment of me. Mr. Gordon listened 


sympathetically. After I had finished, he 
looked at me shrewdly for a long minute. 
Then he spoke. 

“I don’t know whether I want to handle 
your case or not, my dear.” he announced. 

I was aghast. 

“But I can pay you.” I protested. “I 
only have a hundred and fifty dollars in 
the bank, but I'll give it all to you and I'll 
work. I'll borrow the money.” 

He cut me short. 

“Tt isn’t money I’m concerned about, 
young lady,” he assured me. “It’s you.” 

My eyes blazed. 

“What do you mean, Mr. Gordon?” I 
demanded haughtily. 

“IT mean I think you’re wrong and your 
husband’s wrong too and often in cases of 
this kind two wrongs can be resolved into 
one right.” 

“T didn’t come here for advice on recon- 
ciliation or my moral standing,” I snapped. 
“T came here for a divorce and I can pay 
for it.” 

Mr. Gordon began talking, quietly, 
soothingly. but with a great firmness. 

“There’s a friend of mine I'd like you 
to meet,” he concluded, “A minister friend 
who works with me often. If you talk with 
him and he says he thinks I should handle 
your suit, Pll do it. Otherwise, no dice.” 

Reaching in his pocket for a card, Mr. 
Gordon stood up to indicate the end of the 
interview. I snatched the card angrily 
and walked out of his office. Fuming, I 
took the elevator downstairs. 

But then Mom had said he was so won- 
derful. And he must really be a man of 
principle to reject easy money and stand 
his ground. I looked at the minister's card 
and made my decision. 

A few minutes later I was sitting in the 
Greenwich Village study of the Rev. 
Charles Rowell. Rev. Rowell was one of 
the most unusual men I had ever seen. His 
mixed gray hair belied the sprightliness of 
his step, the vigor of the tall, spare body. 
His eyes were kind and penetrating. He 
was easy to talk to and I found no difficulty 
in repeating to him the story I had told 
Lawyer Gordon. 

“And he refuses to handle my case un- 
less you say so,” I finished appealingly. 

Rev. Rowell smiled at me winningly. 

“T don’t blame him, child,” he said gen- 
tly. “You have no case for divorce really. 
Oh, yes, you can get one easily. That’s 
one of the curses of our modern civiliza- 
tion, my dear. Divorces are as easy to get 
as marriage licenses.” 

For one whole hour I sat listening to the 
calm voice. the intelligent reasoning of this 
unusual minister. With every word he 
spoke, I felt a creeping horror at the abso- 
lute blind selfishness and utter childishness 
I had displayed in my attitude toward mar- 
riage to Donald. 

The minister scoffed at the idea of twin 
beds being healthier for couples. If people 
are basically scrupulous in care of their 
persons, he pointed out, the question of 
one or two beds makes no difference. As 
for their increasing the sex urge. he said, 


this is an artificial way to create something 
between two people in love which ought to 
be natural and not dictated by charts or 
chance. 

“There is absolutely no scientific basis 
for all the arguments pro and con on twin 
beds.” Rev. Rowell continued. “It’s purely 
a matter of taste and taste between married 
couples ought to be arrived at by give and 
take between them; the willingness to 
compromise to please each other.” 

~“That’s your trouble—yours and Don- 
ald’s,”” he went on. “You haven’t learned 
to give and take. Your resentment has less 
to do with those twin beds than it has to do 
with your guilt feeling about the fact that 
Donald exercised more moral judgment 
before marriage than you did. You know 
you were wrong and you won't feel right 
about it until you make Donald wrong 
right along with you. That’s the reason 
for the difference in your wants and desires 
and his. 

“From what you’ve told me of Donald, 
he’s a decent chap. But you got his stub- 
bornness up, his hard-headed resistance 
when you acted so ungrateful the first day 
he took you over the threshold of your new 
home. That home—procuring and furnish- 
ing it—was a labor of love with him. He 
wanted your delight, not criticism. If you 
had given him that appreciation he de- 
served and waited the proper time to dis- 
cuss those twin beds, they would have 
probably been back at the department 
store by now and you’d be home, a happy 
housewife, instead of a silly, angry little 
woman looking for an unnecessary divorce. 

“My advice to you, my dear,” the min- 
ister said, “is to go back home and, since 
yours have been the greater sins, confess to 
your husband where you have been wrong. 
Don’t condemn him at all. In revealing 
your own mistakes, you will give him the 
inner grace to see his own. And sleep on 
those twin beds and love it. You'll find 
that a home that bursts with love can have 
beds without mattresses and be the most 
pleasant place in all this troubled world.” 

Almost in a cloud of wonder at the sim- 
ple greatness of this man of God, I thanked 
him, shook his hand and stumbled out of 
his office into the daylight. At the nearest 
phone booth, I called Donald at his job. 

“What would you like for dinner, dar- 
ling?” I asked. 

The leaping pleasure in his voice made 
me know immediately that there never had 
been better advice given than that which 
I got in the church office of a minister in a 
Greenwich Village church. 

Should married couples have twin beds? 
I don’t know. I know that we do—Donald 
and I. I know that he has often tried to 
get rid of them thinking it would please 
me. But the very fact that he wants to do 
that, makes it unnecessary as far as I am 
concerned. I know also that when little 
Donald comes along, he’s going to have a 
godfather who is the pastor of a little 
Greenwich Village church. 


THE END 
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you'd want to see. It'll sleep five and it’s 
already outfitted. Ill cut you in for a 
third interest. You'll be my mate.” 

Maybe I wasn’t ambitious as I should be, 
because I shot a lot of questéons at him, 
wondering meanwhile if it wouldn’t be 
simpler to drift as I had been and not take 
on a lot of responsibility. I was much 
younger than Jake and I wasn’t sure that 
I wanted to settle down at 28. But Jake 
argued me down. “You don’t want to spend 
the rest of your life aboard a stinking tub, 
hauling in fish that no real fisherman 
would waste bait on, do you? I’ve seen the 
crew's quarters and eaten that slop they 
serve the men in those fleets—ugh!” 

Jake did a good job of convincing me. 
Once I'd made my decision I felt like a new 
man. For the first time, my life had a pur- 
pose and the more I thought about it, the 
more determined I was to see it through. 
When I reported for duty aboard the Pelli- 
can, T felt a little above the rest of the 
crew. Poor saps, I thought, they’ve got 
nothing to look forward to except more of 
this—year after year! 

This feeling of superiority extended up 
to the ship’s officers. Perkins, the mate, 
sensed it, I’m sure. It was he who greeted 
me on deck as I climbed aboard, my sea- 
bag slung over one shoulder. I'd heard of 
Perkins—so had every seaman along the 
Coast. He would have been skipper of 
one of the company’s vessels if he had been 
white. He was that good. As it was, he’d 
been first officer for years and practically 
ran any ship he was on. 

Perkins was a character—a real seadog. 
grizzled and tough as a shark’s hide. It 
was hard to tell his age, but he was as 
strong and vigorous as a man half his age. 
I'd heard tales of almost superhuman feats 
he’d performed during a storm or crash at 
sea. Looking into his piercing black eyes 
and taking in the set of his iron jaw under 
a stubble of whiskers, seeing the breadth 
of his shoulders under the brass-buttoned 
blue jacket he wore, I could believe every 
word I'd heard. 

“Can’t hold your breath forever!” he 
grunted, as I dropped my bag and glanced 
around the weatherbeaten vessel. 

“Zack Bolton,” I said, handing him my 
papers. 

“You call me ‘sir’,” he bit off, his leathery 
face turning a shade darker brown. 

“Yes—sir.” 

“That’s better.” He didn’t bother to 
look at my papers, just stood there, his legs 
apart, coolly studying me. “Why'd you 
sign if you can’t stand the smell of the 
cargo?” he demanded. 





“T don’t mind.” I told him. “It’s just the 
first whiff that gets me.” 

“So you've sailed for the company be- 
fore, eh? Well, you'll find this ship a little 
different than any other, but mind your 
business, do your work and you'll get along. 
Now, stow your bag below and report back 
at high tide tomorrow.” 

“Yes, sir.” I snapped. I wondered why 
Later, I learned the 
bar in Most of the 
Pelican’s 21-man crew was there and soon 


the delay in sailing. 
reason at a town. 
we were all in a group, downing giant 
portions of beer, rum, ale and whiskey. I 
didn’t try to remember each one’s name at 
that first meeting. but some stuck with 
me— Dead Eye, who squinted as he talked; 
Lefty, Mike, Bilge, and Jamaica. 

It was Dead Eye who knew and passed 
on all the gossip—scuttlebutt, as the men 
called it. 
schedule, he reported, was because the com- 
pany hadn't yet assigned a skipper to the 
“And I don’t believe we'll sail 
tomorrow, either,” he said confidentially. | 
“Who've they got they can give the Pelican | 
to? Cap’n Barnes finally retired to that 
farm he’s been talkin’ about for the past 
ten years.” His faulty eye blinked excited- 
ly. “And Old Man Coombs is scared to 
come within spittin’ distance of Perkins!” | 

Mike had a sudden thought and roared 
out in laughter. “Say! Suppose they made 
Perkins skipper?” 

The fantastic, and 
drained our drinks amid a gale of derisive 
laughter. As things turned out, however. 
Jamaica wasn’t too far off course when he 


The reason we hadn’t sailed on 


Pelican. 


| 


idea was too we 


raised his mug of rum and shouted, “I geev 
you Capitan Perkins!” 

In the midst of this uproar, I discovered 
I'd left my wallet aboard the Pelican, and 
despite the assurances of my shipmates that | 
they would take care of me, I decided to go 
back for it. 

Walking back to the waterfront, I again 
got the lonely, almost painful sad feeling 
that always overwhelmed me at the sight 
and sound of the sea. Overhead. the moon 
was a big yellow ball in the sky. and the 
dark ocean lapped against the pier with 
a rhythm that had no beginning and no 
end. 





I was so wrapped up in my own strange | 
mood, I was startled at the movement and | 
a voice from the shadows. It belonged to | 
a woman—young, by the sound of her voice. | 
But in the darkness I couldn’t make out | 
her face or figure. | 
“Il’m looking for the Pelican.” she said. 
“Can you tell me where I can find her?” 


“She’s tied up down the pier a ways, 


Miss,” I answered. “I’m headed for her 
now, if you want company.” 
“Well, I—” she hesitated, then said with 


a slight shiver: “Yes, thank you. It is 
rather dark out tonight.” 

She took my arm as we moved ahead and 
the light touch helped me overcome the 
sudden shyness I felt—a very unusual ef- 
fect for a woman to have on me. “It’s dan- 
gerous for a beautiful girl like you to be 
out alone,” I ventured. 
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I heard her catch her breath. “Beauti- 
ful? What makes you think that?” 

But the way she said it only convinced 
me | was right about the way she looked. 
I wished the moon would furnish more light 
and a little less atmosphere. Yet, I was 
thankful for the romantic setting it pro- 
vided, for as we neared the Pelican, her 
steps slowed and finally stopped. 

“I—I'd like to stop for a moment—if 
you don’t mind,” she said apologetically. 

“Why should I mind?” I laughed softly. 
“If I knew you better, I would have sug- 
gested it myself.” 

I forgot all about my wallet and the 
fellows waiting for me at the bar. There 
was sort of a sea wall running along the 
dock there. I suggested that we sit on it. 
where we could look out over the water. She 
agreed and I put my hands on her slim 
waist and hoisted her up, marveling at the 
softness and lightness of her. Then | 
climbed up beside her. 

We sat there in silence, then, from far 
down the coast, the beam from a lighthouse 
swept through the night and lighted her 
face for a brief moment. She was even 
younger than I had suspected, about 19, and 
very pretty. 

A mass of ringlets framed her finely- 
chiseled face. The filmy dress she wore 
caressed her firm, full, youthful curves. 

“Lovely!” I breathed in astonishment. 

She nodded her head. “Yes, it is lovely 
up here. The view is—breathtaking!” 

She sounded so sincere I was positive she 
wasn’t being coy, but actually thought I was 
referring to the scene. I could have pressed 
the point, but making a pass at such a won- 
derful person didn’t even enter my mind. | 
felt right then that I didn’t ever want to 
know any other woman; that just sitting 
there beside this vision that had stepped 
out of the night was worth all the rowdy 
pleasures I could ever share with any other 
woman in the world. 

The girl’s voice was as melodious as the 
wind sighing through the rigging of a rac- 
ing sloop. “Did you ever get the feeling.” 
she asked softly, “that you were right on 
the edge of something so new and wonder- 
ful that you couldn’t even imagine what it 
was?” A short, tinkling laugh escaped her 
lips. “I guess I sound sort of crazy.” 

I knew what she meant. I wasn’t sure I 
could tell her how close to her I felt be- 
cause of this mood we shared. Then I was 
talking, revealing more serious and _ inti- 
mate thoughts and feelings than I ever had 
before 

“IT remember my first storm at sea,” I 
told her. 

“We'd been out a month. The ship was 
loaded to the gun’ls with fish. All at once 
the sky started getting dark and the water 
was still and smooth as a sheet of glass. 
Even the ship’s engines sounded muffled. 
The whole world seemed to be holding its 
breath.” 

My heart began to pound as I recalled 
the ghostly scene. “The whole crew was 
tense, straining for what we knew had to 
come. Then there was a flash, brighter 
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than the sun. The thunderclap almost split 
our ears.” 

As I talked, I relived every second of 
that battle against the elements. The fully- 
laden ship was riding low on the water, but 
a mighty wave as tall as a building swept 
along and lifted it high in the air. We hung 
on that solid wall of water for what seemed 
an eternity, then crashed down like a runa- 
way elevator. 

Everything was confusion. The crew 
slipped and slid about the deck and the 
captain clung to the bridge bellowing 
orders that no one even heard. The ship 
gave a mighty lurch, dipped her bow into 
the boiling sea. Every man aboard was 
sure we were lost. The helmsman had dis- 
appeared. I was crouched behind a cap- 
stan, watching the storm with a fascination 
that held me motionless. 

Suddenly, I acted. I had the feeling 
somehow that of all the men aboard, that 
storm was challenging me. It was daring 
me to act. In spite of myself, I had to act. 
I fought my way back to the stern and 
managed to grab the spinning wheel. I 
felt my muscles straining as I slowly gave 
the ship port rudder and brought her about 
directly into the storm. 

For two hours I braced myself at the 
wheel in a wrestling match with an unseen 
giant. When the storm finally subsided, we 
were still afloat. I dropped to the deck, 
exhausted, but full of a feeling of exalted 
triumph. I had beaten the sea and I knew 
I could never again fear it. 

When I finished my story, 
leaning close to me. her lips parted breath- 
lessly so that the faint moonlight glinted 
off the white evenness of her teeth. The 
light from the lighthouse moved over us 
and I saw her face, lovely—enraptured. 

Sailors do a lot of reading. Among the 
books I’d read was Shakespeare’s story of 
Othello. The Moor had told Desdemona 
of his heroic exploits on the battlefield and 
so captived her that she fell completely in 
love with the dusky hero. 

Now I knew how he must have felt, 
cause the girl was looking at me with the 
same light in her eyes that must have glit- 
tered in Desdemona’s. I sensed she was 
mine completely to do with as I wished. 
But for some strange reason, that knowl- 
edge restrained me instead of spurring me 
on, 

“We'd better move on,” I said gruffly. I 
jumped down to the ground and reached up 
for her. She came into my arms and I 
lowered her beside me. 

But her fingers did not release their grip 
on my arms. Instead, 
her head tilted up and I could feel the 
warm sweetness of her breath against my 
cheek. She gave an inarticulate little cry, 
full of emotion that could no longer be 
suppressed. 

My arms closed around her and my lips 
crushed against hers. She twisted her head 
from side to side, returning my kisses with 
deep, hungry kisses of her own. Something 
welled up inside me as big and relentless 


the girl was 


be- 


she moved closer, 


as the wave that had tossed our ship about 
like a cork. And I knew that this was the 
thing I'd been waiting for. There was 
nothing to do except plunge headlong into 
the storm of emotions that engulfed us. 
“Who’s out there?” a voice shouted, and 
I recognized Perkins’ loud. bellowing tones. 
I felt the girl go limp in my gue: then 


pull away in fright. “I’ve got to go!” she 
fairly sobbed. 

“But—” 

“Tomorrow night—same place,” she 
whispered, as she moved away. 

“T don’t even know your name,” I 


pleaded. 

Just before she vanished into the dark- 
ness, I thought I heard her say, “Myra,” 
but the next instant Perkins had lumbered 
up to me and I had to tell him why I had 
wandered back to the ship. He guarded that 
old tub as jealously as if it belonged to 
him personally. After I had satisfied his 
curiosity, it was too late to follow after 
Myra. I could only wait until the next 
night and hope our sailing would be de- 
layed again. 

Once I got aboard. I discovered I had no 
desire to return to the bar and carouse 
with the fellows. I climbed into my bunk 
and lay there gently rocked by the motion 
of the ship and lulled by the slap-slap of 
waves. I heard footsteps in the companion- 
way, slow and heavy, and Perkins burst in. 
He stopped short when he saw me lying 
down and his jaw bulged as he clamped 
down on the stem of the stubby pipe be- 
tween his teeth. 

He grunted. “What’s the matter with 
you?” he asked. “You sick? Never heard 
of a seaman spending his time like this 
when he could be ashore raising hell with 
the girls!” 

I started to tell him to mind his own 
business, but something in his voice stopped 
He sounded a little envious, as if he 
were remembering days gone by. 

““A man doesn’t always feel like helling 
“Especially if he’s 


me. 


around,” I answered. 
found the right girl.” 

Perkins took a few thoughtful puffs on 
his pipe. How old is he, I wondered. 
Fifty—Sixty? It hard to tell. He 
had his cap off. The iron-gray at his tem- 
ples may have added years to his appear- 
ance, but his thick, strong arms and barrel 
chest were those of a man still in his prime. 
He sat on the lower bunk opposite me. 
When he began to talk he sounded almost 
human, nothing like the unfeeling martinet 
the men who sailed under him said he was. 


was 


“Aye— I know what you mean, Bolton,” 
he said. “Having the right woman can 


change a man. That’s no lie. But some- 
times I wonder—after a man’s beat around 
the roughest waterfront dives and the most 
sinful ports in the world for the best years 
of his life 

Perkins hesitated. I could tell he wasn’t 
used to speaking his thoughts to anyone 
else. Yet. it almost seemed that he was talk- 
ing to himself with me lying there silent in 
the bunk. 


He reflected a moment, then continued, 


| 
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“After all that, does a man have the right 
to expect a decent woman to love him?” 

What could I say? Anyway, I don’t think 
he expected an answer from me. I guessed 
he was just voicing his own doubts. I won- 
dered who the woman was who had evi- 
dently stolen Perkins’ heart and why it was 
he thought himself unworthy of her. 

I pretended I'd dropped off to sleep. 
After sitting there for a short while, Per- 
kins sighed heavily and went up on deck. 
I had no trouble sleeping that night. My 
dreams were of Myra. I held her again in 
my arms, felt her eager lips on mine, 
crushed her soft loveliness against me. 
Only this time we weren’t interrupted by 
Perkins’ sudden and unwelcome arrival. 

The next morning I was awakened by a 
commotion on deck that sent me hurrying 
up to see what it was all about. The crew 
was gathered on the foredeck. Perkins was 
standing on a hatch, his feet apart and 
hands clasped behind his back. I eased 
into the group and heard Perkins say: “The 
company has named the new skipper of the 
Pelican—from now on. I’m Captain Per- 
kins.” 

There was a shocked silence. Perkins 
shot us an evil grimace. “Now that may 
make a difference to some of you men. If 
so, you can quit right now! It won't hurt 
my feelings. But if you stay, I promise I'll 
work you till you’re ready to drop!” 

His eyes narrowed and he thrust out his 
jaw. “I’ve got my chance to prove my salt 
and I want nothing but real men in my 
crew, because I’]I sail this craft to hell and 
back if I have to!” 

Nobody made a move, mainly because 
we were all bowled over by Perkins’ unex- 
pected announcement. Jamaica’s eye met 
mine. He grinned. “Capitan Perkins!” 
his lips said soundlessly. 

Our sailing was delayed until that night, 
but I was more anxious than ever to see 
Myra. I had no idea where to find her, 
still I decided to wander along the water- 
front. Perhaps by some chance she’d be 
at the place we’d met. 

Imagine my pleasant surprise when | 
walked down the gangplank and came face 
to face with her! She was even more 
beautiful in the sunlight than in the soft 
light of the night. “Myra!” I called, as 
she approached the pier, walking slowly 
with her head down. 

She stopped and uttered a gasp of sur- 
prise. A look of disbelief crossed her face. 
She backed away as I tried to embrace her. 
“I was just going out to look for you,” I 
told her. “Don’t ask me how I intended 
finding you—but I did!” 

“You—you're sailing tonight,” 
tered. 

“Yes, but—how did you know? The crew 
learned it just now!” I stepped back and 
eyed her closely, noting the anxious glances 
she directed at the Pelican. But except for 
one or two seamen, the deck was clear. 
Then I realized something I'd overlooked 
in my joy at seeing her again. She hadn’t 
come down to the pier to see me at all! 


she fal- 


T de- 


“Why did you come down here?” 
manded. 

She lowered her eyes and her lips trem- 
bled. “Captain Perkins. He’s my. -my—” 

I burst into laughter. “Oh, no! Not the 
Old Man!” 

She nodded unhappily. “Well. that’s 
something that can’t be helped,” I told 
her. taking her by the arm and leading her 
away from the dock. “It doesn’t change 
the way I feel about you!” 

I brushed aside her protests. “Don’t 
worry about the Old Man,” I reassured her. 
“There’s nothing he can do about it until 
we sail at midnight.” 

We took one final look back at the Peli- 
can. I had the impression that someone 
was watching us. I don’t know whether 
Myra felt that way too, but neither of us 
mentioned it. Instead, I started talking 
partly to ease her obvious nervousness, and 
also because I wanted her to know some- 
thing about me. 

By the time I got around to telling her 
about the venture I was entering with Jake, 
she was relaxed and smiling. 

“Zack,” she said, “I’d like to see your 
boat.” 

“No sooner said than done!” I laughed. 
“Jake has her anchored off the Point. We'll 
rent a rowboat and go out there.” 

I felt like a high school kid out on a park 
lagoon with his best girl friend as we sat 
opposite each other. I had never figured I 
would get any pleasure out of a simple 
thing like just rowing a boat and talking 
to a pretty girl. But Myra was gazing at 
me in a way that made me feel every bit 
of my masculinity. 

Although it was only the second time 
I’'d been with her—the first time I'd really 
seen her, I knew that Myra was what | 
wanted. My arms worked automatically as 
I rowed out to the cruiser, my eyes feasting 
on the vision of loveliness opposite me. | 
watched the way the sun glanced off the 
surface of the water and highlighted the 
smooth, nut-brownness of her face, mar- 
veled at the satiny blackness of the curls 
that framed it. The breeze molded the 
thin summer dress she wore against the 
tempting outline of her. 

We didn’t talk much, just sat looking at 
the sea, the clouds—and each other. The 
moment we climbed aboard the cruiser, 
which Jake had renamed Clara II, I felt 
the same lull, the same anticipation that 
had come over me the night before. It 
was as if we both were waiting, just mark- 
ing time for some momentous event. We 
moved about slowly, inspecting each beam 
and piece of hardware from stem to stem. 
Then we went into the neat, compact cabin. 

The cruiser rolled a bit, barely brushing 
her against me. Instinctively, I caught her 
arm. “Take it easy,” I laughed shakily. 
“You haven’t got your sea legs yet.” 

She didn’t answer. Her teeth nibbled 
at her full, sensuous lower lip, and her eyes 
seemed to burn with an intense flame. 
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“Zack—!” 


she whispered in a tortured 
voice. 

I knew then it was hopeless to imagine I 
had the strength to resist the fire that had 
leaped up in me at the mere contact of her 
All I knew was we were together— 


arm. 
alone. And she found her way into my 
arms. My lips were hard on hers, telling 


her with ardent kisses what we both al- 
ready knew—that love was ours for the tak- 
ing. 

Then de was fighting me; kicking and 
pushing like a wild creature resisting cap- 


ture, blindly but with a fierceness that 
stunned me. “Please, Zack—I can’t. I 
can’t!” she sobbed over and over. 


I pleaded, insisted, then finally held her 
still by sheer force. But she just sat there. 
rigid and with a quiet resignation ir her 
eyes that warned me that whatever I 
did would be empty and meaningless for 
both of us. 

I released her and stood up. 
out of here!” I said gruffly. 

I rowed back toward the shore in tight- 
lipped silence, not trusting myself to speak 
while anger still smoldered in me. Once, 
Myra spoke in a small, clear voice. 


“Let’s get 


“T tried to go through with it, Zack,” she 
explained. “I thought I could do it, but I 


guess all the time I knew it wasn’t right.” 

“Skip it,” I said curtly. “No need to ex- 
plain.” 

She closed her eyes as if I had slapped 
her face, and after a moment, said softly, 
“I love you, you know.” 

My laugh wasn’t a pretty sound. “Oh, 
sure!” I said sarcastically. “Thanks just 
the same, but I don’t go for love that’s quite 
so pure and holy. I guess the waterfront 
girls have spoiled me!” 

I got a bitter satisfaction at the way she 
winced and fell into an uneasy silence. My 
pride had been wounded and I was strik- 
ing back in the only way I could. When we 
reached shore, she ignored my helping hand 
and made her own way on to the dock. We 
faced each other and I said shortly, “Well, 
goodbye, Miss Perkins. If I didn’t need 
the money, I certainly wouldn’t sail with 
your old man tonight. 
you ll tell him what a no-good heel I am!” 

For a second I thought she was going to 
slap me, and I almost wished she would. 
Perhaps then hatred could replace the feel- 
ing I had that somehow I had done her an 
injustice. But Myra blinked hard a 
times, then turned and walked away before 
the tears that gathered in her eyes could 
wet her cheeks. 

I promised myself I would forget her, 
and on that trip I did the work of three men 
in the attempt. But it was useless. 
when I flopped into my bunk, weary and 
exhausted, there was still a part of my mind 
that remembered, a part of me that reached 
out to her across the miles of sea and air. 
From the time we upped anchor, Perkins 
seemed to be taking out a grudge on me. 
He rode me night and day, giving me the 
hardest watch, and shouting me to my feet 
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any time he saw me idle. 
nothing I could do about it. 


Myra had told him everything—and maybe 
even more—to get even with me. I couldn’t 
blame Perkins. After all, any man resents 
someone making passes at his daughter. 

One day all hell broke loose aboard the 
Pelican and in the sea around us. We had 
been out a month. The ship was loaded 
to the scuppers with our reeking cargo. 
Early that morning we had set our course 
for home and the entire crew relaxed and 
threw off the tension brought on by days 
and nights of hard, dangerous work. From 
somewhere, bottles of liquor appeared. The 
crew lolled around laughing. and 
swapping tall tales and gossip. Even Cap- 
tain Perkins wasn’t quite as hardboiled. 

Toward midday. the sky took on a 
strange cast and the wind shifted, then 
died. I’d had a few drinks and it sudden- 
ly seemed as if time stood still, then began 
racing backwards. It was crazy, impossible, 
but I was reliving part of my life. Then 
I knew—a storm was brewing, one exactly 
like that I had lived through a year before. 
I rushed to the bridge, looking for Cap- 
tain Perkins, but he wasn’t there. Jamaica, 
had suddenly sobered up. pointed 
silently to the skipper’s cabin. 

One glance inside told me the story. Per- 
kins had opened his private cache of liquor 
and was grimly disposing of it. I shouted 
to him. He turned, cursed and threw a 
glass at me. I dashed out on deck and 
yelled to the men to start making things 
fast. By the time we had the hatches bat- 
tened down. the storm was on us. The first 
the Pelican reeling like a 
wounded porpoise. Then it was easy to 
see why she had been turned over to Per- 
kins, why no other skipper would sail her. 
The company had just never bothered to 
make repairs on the Pelican. The driving 
wind and rain strained every loose beam, 
tore at every joint. The ship was coming 
apart rapidly, and the skipper was still in 
his cabin—drunk, 

The crew milled about, 
to do, whether to try to ride out the storm 
or take to the life boats. I decided to try 
to arouse Captain Perkins. When I entered 
he was braced against 





singing, 
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waves sent 


not certain what 


his cabin this time. 
the ship’s rolling, cursing the ship, the sea 
and the storm at the top of his voice. 

He whirled on me. “I knew there was a 
reason I should hate you!” he yelled furi- 


ously. 
Thinking him drunk, I tried to coax him 
outside into the cold air. But his next 


words were not those of a befuddled man. 


“You know, Bolton,” he began, more 
calmly now, but loud enough to top the 


noise outside, “a drunken seaman is like an 
spouts more gossip than a dozen 
women. I heard that loud-mouthed Dead- 
eye talking today. About you—and Myra!” 

He rushed toward me, but just then the 
ship lurched and flung him to the floor. I 
managed to get to him and get my hands 
under his arms. But my footing was so 


old maid 


unsure and he was so heavy, he slipped 


from my grasp. Outside there was an aw- 


ful crash and splintering of wood. I ran 
out to see what had happened. I heard 
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Perkins scramble to his feet and follow. 

Some of the crew had tried to lower a 
lifeboat. Apparently a big wave had 
crashed it back against the ship and now 
it hung from one davit, the stern dangling 
in the boiling sea below and no trace of 
the men. On the starboard side, a boat had 
been lowered safely. I shouted to the men 
to wait for me, but the wind tore the sound 
from my mouth. I ran to the rail, but just 
as I reached it, a heavy hand clamped on 
my shoulder and twisted me around. 

It was Perkins, a wild, murderous light 
in his eyes. 

“Don’t be a fool, man!” I shouted. “Our 
fight can wait until we get off this tub. I 
don’t know what you're thinking about me 
and your daughter. but—” 

“Daughter!” he fairly screamed. his face 
contorted with rage. “Myra’s my wife! My 
wife, you slimy—” 

I was so stunned I didn’t even try to duck 
his blow. His iron fist crashed against my 
jaw, knocking me to the deck. He raised 
his foot to kick me, but a loose beam flew 
through the air and cracked against his 
skull. He dropped beside me like a rock. 
Somehow, I struggled erect and_half- 
crawled to the rubber life raft lashed 
against the forward hatch. 

The storm showed no sign of abating. I 
still don’t know how I got the raft loose 
and into the water, or how I dumped the un- 
conscious skipper into it, then got the frail 
craft away from the rapidly sinking Peli- 
can. But that’s how it must have happened, 
because dawn found the two of us drifting 
aimlessly on a placid and empty sea. 

My thoughts were of Myra. In that vast 
loneliness of sea and sky, it was easy to 
think that nothing else mattered except 
getting safely back to her. The injured 
man lying on the bottom of the raft? That 
was a problem—but one easily solved. I 
tried to convince myself. With Perkins out 
of the way I’d have a better chance of sur- 
viving until help came. There'd be twice as 
much water for me if— 

My heart leaped with sudden excitement. 
If only one of us was rescued, there’d be 
nothing in the way of my future with Myra. 
I could drag his body to the edge of the 
raft, then one little shove—and it would 
be all over. There’d be no one to dispute 
my story. 
‘ Nothing but my conscience. 

A groan snapped me out of my fantasy. 
forced me to look at the injured man. And 
then I knew that whatever else I was guilty 
of, I would draw the line at murder. 

Working rapidly, I broke out the first 
aid kit and dabbed sulfa powder on the raw 
wound on Perkins’ head. When I started to 
bandage it, he came to. It took him a little 
while to collect his thoughts after his eyes 
opened and he saw where he was. 

“The rest of the crew?” he asked weak- 
ly. 

“All right, I think. Most of them got off 
in life boats,” I told him. 

“And the Pelican?” He seemed relieved 
to hear that the men were safe. 


“To the bottom—like a rock.” 

His jaw clenched and he drew a deep 
“My first ship,” he said softly, and 
“Myra was 


breath. 
the guy seemed almost human. 
as proud of her as I was.” 

Hearing her name from his lips stirred 
up all the anger in me. Even if we get back 
alive. | promised myself, I’m going to take 
Myra. I'd never let him have her back. He 
must have guessed at my thoughts, for he 
fell silent and didn’t mention her again. 

Our second day adrift, the water got 
dangerously low. I rationed out a few 
drops into a tin cup and handed it to Per- 
kins. He shook his head. I shrugged my 
shoulders and suppressed a smile. If he 
wanted to play hero, let him. I was going 
to survive by hook or crook. Myra was 
waiting. 

The second time he refused water, it 
made me uncomfortable. But I drank my 
share and cursed him for being so noble. 
The next morning, Perkins was in a bad 
way. His lips were cracked and his tongue 
was parched and swollen. I tried to force 
some water into his mouth. But he gritted 
his teeth. 

“You—drink it,” he gasped. 

“We're sure to be picked up soon,” I 
argued. “Unless you drink this, they’]] find 
one of us dead!” 

“Does it matter?” 

I took him by the shoulders. I knew 
what he was thinking, but at that point 
Myra didn’t matter. I just couldn’t sit 
there and watch him die of thirst. 

He fought back. “Drink it!” he snarled 
at me. “I’m still the skipper. That’s an 
order.” 

“To hell with orders!” I shouted. 1 
tipped up the canvas jug and drained it 
into his mouth. The precious water spilled 
over his chin and neck, but I didn’t care. 
Then I fell back. exhausted by the glaring 
sun and the exertion. 

It was a long time before either of us 
spoke. Finally, Perkins looked over at me 
and said, “Thanks, Bolton.” Then he 
dropped off to sleep. 

From my corner of the raft, I studied 
him closely. He was still big and rugged- 
looking, despite all we’d been through. 
He was a man, a leader of men. 

I thought back to my meeting with Myra 

. the way she had kept both of us from 
making a senseless, selfish mistake . . . 
Perkins’ obvious love for her . . . 

I'd had time to think and figure out 
things and there was a lot I understood 
suddenly. 

An hour later, I spotted smoke from a 
steamer on the horizon. They’d spotted the 
signal flare I sent up. Perkins still hovered 
between coma and consciousness, but I 
knew he would make it. Strangely, I 
wanted him to, 

This happened several years ago. I may 
have a girl in every port now, but I'll be 
searching to find someone as sweet and 
honest and lovely as Myra. Someone who 
can keep me aware that it’s better to be 
anchored in a calm, sweet harbor of true 
love than to drift like the tide. 





are 
ho 








deep 
;, and 
a was 


tirred 
- back 
» take 
k. He 
for he 
ain. 

‘r got 





a few 
o Per- 
ed my 
If he 
going ' 
‘a was 


ter, it 
nk my 
noble. 
a bad 
tongue 
» force 
gritted 


yon,” I 


i find 


[ knew 
t point 
In’t sit 


snarled 


~ 





at’s an 


ted. 1 
ined it 
spilled 
’t care. 
glaring 


r of us 
‘r at me 
hen he 


studied 
rugged- 
-hrough. 


th Myra 
us from 


uke .. 


ure out 
derstood 


from a 
ntted the 
hovered 
;, but I 
ngely, I 


>. | may 
it I’ be 
veet and 
one who 
er to be 
r of true 





5 





I 
Married 
A 
Playboy 
(Continued from Page 29) 


our marriage is in the way?” 

He glanced up hurriedly and placed his 
hand on mine. “No. No. That’s not it,” 
he said. “What I mean is .. . oh, dog- 
gone it. I’ve just got to get into something 
better. Something I can make more money 
out of. Maybe a business of my own, or. 
at least. into ordinary sales. I’ve got to do 


more for us, baby. Understand?” He 
forced an attempt at the old grin, but it 


wasn’t there this time. 

“And, for our little angel,” I said quietly. 

He didn’t catch my meaning. “What was 
that?” he asked, bewildered. 

“T said: you're going to have to do some- 
thing for our little angel—our baby!” 

He melted on the spot. “Ann.” he said, 
caressing me tenderly, “why didn’t you tell 
me? Why did you let me rave on about 
my problem when you had _ such 
news.” 


good 


“Well,” I said, “I was going to, tonight. 
That’s why I had fixed a special meal. But, 


I thought I’d better save it, when I saw 
you looking so worried.” 

“No more worries, for me, baby,” he said, 
the old light back in his eyes. “I’m going 
to get right in there and pitch—for the 
three of us!” 

Charles did “get in there and pitch.” 
The very next day, he got into ordinary 
selling and by working both night and day 
he racked up sale after sale. The com- 
missions came rolling in and he gave me 
more money to run the house and save. 
The baby’s hospital bill was paid up in 
advance. The layette was bought. Every- 
thing was rosy. I had the best doctor. I 
think those were the happiest days of my 
life. 

The trouble was I was too happy—too 
happy to take notice that Charles wasn’t 
working all the nights he spent away from 
home. I didn’t find out that Charles was a 
low-down, two-timing cheat until that awful 
day when my horrified eyes became glued 
to a picture and a gossipy item in our 
weekly newspaper. 

I was leafing through it, at home alone, 
one day when I noticed a spread of pictures 
from one of the big society dances. They 
were candid shots, taken when the subjects 
weren't looking. 

There was a shot of Charles, smiling 
broadly into the face of a beautiful woman 
who obviously didn’t mind his pressing her 
against his body. This was no accidental 
embrace, I knew. Nobody gets that close 
by accident. 

Then the gossip column had a line: 

“Don’t look now,” it said, “but fireworks 
are about to explode in a young doctor’s 
He knows his wife, of the 


home. one 





town’s lovelies, is ‘playing’ that insurance 
salesman from Kansas City.” 

That’s when, 
went all to pieces. 

I didn’t let Charles know I'd found out 
about his little play. My main concern was 
my baby. I didn’t feel up to a long drawn- 
out argument. I’d have the baby first, I 
figured; get good and strong and then make 
my plan to save my marriage and recapture 
my man. 

The baby came, a beautiful, bouncing 
little girl, Charles went crazy about 
her at the hospital that I thought for a 
moment he had mended his ways, or would 
do so. 

“My. she’s beautiful,” he enthused. 
“Just like her Ma. too—just like you, Ann, 
for all the world. My!” 

He leaned over and kissed me. 

Charles came every day I was in the hos- 
pital, always making a big fuss over me and 
the baby. Each time he brought a little 
gift for me and some trinket for the baby, 
which we decided to call Jr. The 
sixth day after her birth, he took me home 
and I was delighted to see the apartment 
spic and sparkling. Charles had cleaned 
up everything. 

As the ambulance attendants gently put 


seven months pregnant, I 


so 


Ann, 


me to bed and left, Charles said: “Now. 
Mrs. King. you’re in wonderful hands. 
Mine. Just tell me what to do. Are you 


hungry? Wanna eat? I’m your cook. Want 
something from the store? I’m your er- 
rand boy. Just name it—” 

I didn’t mean to say it. I don’t know 
why I did. But. as out of the clear-blue. I 
heard myself tell him: 

“Charles, all I want is little 
you!” 

Just for a moment, a split-second, there 
was confirmation of guilt on his face. In 
that moment, I thought he might confess 
and ask me to forgive him. But, that was 
not Charles’ He bluffed the worried 
look away with a half-hearty smile and a 
glib tongue. 

“You know Ann that I’m yours, 
time, and then some.” 

Tears welling in my eyes, I answered: 
“That’s nice to know.” I was only making 


Ann—and 


way. 


for all 


conversation! 

The next few months, I devoted all my 
time to my little Ann. Charles was away 
often at night, but I tried to put my heart- 
ache aside and double my affection for Ann. 
I never once mentioned his playing around. 
And, though he always saw to it that I had 
plenty of money to run things, he paid very 
little attention to me. 

You may wonder how and why I could 
take his two-timing. Well, I'll try to ex- 
plain it: I’ve always been slow to anger. 
I had been raised simply. 

The months slipped into a year. I could 
hardly believe it, but little Ann was trying 
to walk and gurgling a few words. She 
was still large, bouncy, a marvel. She was 


a beautiful child. Even Charles, who ac- 


tually seemed attached to her, when he was 
home, kept saying: 
just like her Ma.” 


“She’s beautiful, Ann, 
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NOT EVEN ON VERY FIRST DAY!” 


IN DOCTORS’ TESTS — amazing relief in 
ase after case of pain, backaches, nerv- 
ous feelings associated with periods. 


“NO LONGER,” adds Ann Pinkham, “‘is it 
I ssary for girls and women to suffer ‘bad 
;’ from functionally-caused menstrual 
So if you experience cramps, pain and 
he ches, feel as though you’d been literally 
gged through a knothole at such times — 
be glad to know about this way to 
ve such discomfort... even on the first, 
day of your period!” 
Here’s the news. In doctors’ tests, 3 out of 
ymen stopped or strikingly relieved such 
. by taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s new 
lablets or Compound. 

That’s because Lydia Pinkham’s is scientific- 
modern in action—has a quieting, sooth- 
effect on uterine contractions that may 
se the pain. Thus it helps to ease the ten- 
actually prevent distress. 


New Modern, Convenient Tablets! 


t 


iffering.. 


I suffer needlessly! Take Lydia Pinkham’s 
throughout the month. Get the new Tablets 
(with iron added) ...easy to carry and take! 
Or get the regular Compound. Both wonderful 


for hot flashes of change of life too. 


4nn Pinkham is the present-day voice 
of L) dia Pinkham’s service and nd helpfulness. 
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HE SECOND YEAR after Ann’s birth 

brought a change in me. I began slow- 
ly to develop a most destructive kind of 
anger. The idea of retribution started to 
snake through my mind. I don’t know what 
made me think of it, but I sat up watching 
for the day Charles’ sins caught up with 
him. I decided that would be the time to 
leave him, to beg, grovel, and humble him- 
self. 

I didn’t know how revenge would come; 
I wouldn’t help it at all. All I would do 
was wait—maybe for the day a doctor, a 
steelworker, or someone caught his wife 
with Charles and let loose his pent-up fury. 
That would be my moment of triumph, too. 

Charles got bolder and bolder with his 
playing. I'd glimpse him riding down the 
street in broad daylight with another wom- 
an in the car. I'd watch people who knew 
us slink off and hold whispered conversa- 
tions. I’d see them point out an attractive 
girl, then glance knowingly at me. I found 
his name several times in the gossip col- 
umn. All those things, and more. just 
served to heighten my reserve of determi- 
nation for the day I knew would come. 

A funny thing about my marriage to 
Charles was that I had pitifully little to do 
with his family. As time went on, I de- 
cided that in some way he was estranged 
from his parents, both of whom were alive 
in Kansas City. 

Through one of his relatives, 
I did obtain an explanation for the cold- 
ness between Charles and his parents. Jua- 
nita Moore called on me one day during 
her stay in Cleveland with a group of union 
workers who were holding a convention. 
She was Charles’ cousin. She said she 
wanted to see the baby. I was as cordial 
as I could be when she arrived. 

Juanita raved over little Ann. The two 
of us fell into an interesting discussion. 
Finally, she said: 

“T don’t want to interfere in your private 
life, Ann; but, I would like to ask a ques- 
tion.” 

“Go ahead,” I said. 

“I’ve heard how badly Charles is treat- 
ing you and how you just stick in there 
and take it with never a complaint. I’ve 
heard that you haven’t even argued with 
him about the way he plays around. How 
can you go on, week after week, month 
after month, taking it as you do?” 

‘I guess my face must have gone hard, 
for I actually recognized fright in her eyes 
as I said: “Juanita, Charles is your cousin, 
your family. I don’t want to start trouble 
with you. But, my day will come. Just 
you wait and see!” 

She was quiet for a moment. Then, she 
said: “I know he’s a bad one. I don’t 
blame you, if that’s the way you want it. 
He’s bound to get it some day—-and you’ve 
certainly earned your right to make him 
squirm when it happens. Only thing, I 
just can’t understand how you—how any 
woman—could have the cold blood it takes 
to sit here and wait. You're a marvel!” 

I said nothing. So, she took up the con- 
“Did Charles 


however, 


versation, with another twist. 








ever tell you why he came to Cleveland, 
why he left Kansas City, that is?” 

My interest perked up. I’d wondered 
about that. 

“No.” I said. “I mean, he told me some- 
thing, but there was nothing unusual about 
it. What happened?” 

“He was run out of town!” Juanita told 
me. 

That surprised me. 

“Run out of town? What for?” 

She went right into the story and I de- 
cided that here, for some strange reason, 
was an ally. 

“To make a leng story short,” she be- 
gan, “he was working as houseboy, chauf- 
feur, and general handyman for Judge 
Horowitz, one of the richest white men in 
K.C. And, I might add, one of the most 
influential. He could have had Charles 
lynched, except for one thing. But, I’m 
getting ahead of my story. 

“Charles hadn’t been on the job three 
weeks before he started flirting with the 
judge’s daughter, Laddie. That wasn’t the 
worse thing he could have done, as it turned 
out, because she didn’t try to rebuff him. 
Fact is, she encouraged it. I don’t know 
whether it was love, or if she was trying 
for a thrill. 

“Anyway, Charles was nervy, and cocky. 
Instead of going home nights, he started 
leaving Judge Horowitz’ home, then dou- 
bling back after dark to spend the night 
in Laddie’s room. This went on six months 
or more, as] found out. But, the inevitable 
happened: the Judge, gun in hand, caught 
them one night! Somehow, he’d become 
suspicious. He walked into Laddie’s room 
and found them in bed together, sound 
asleep. 

“The judge, infuriated, was all for shoot- 
ing Charles on the spot, but Laddie jumped 
between them, screaming ‘I’m in love with 
Charles, father. If you’re going to shoot 
him, shoot me, too, and give the family a 
real scandal!’ 

“That saved Charles’ life. But, the judge 
got partial revenge. He had him picked up 
at home and fixed it with the police chief 
to run Charles out of town. If Charles 
ever sets foot in K.C. again, he can be 
arrested on any excuse and jailed.” 

When she finished the story, I was so 
weak I thought I would faint dead-away. 
Little Ann, though, was asleep in my arms. 
As I looked into her sweet, innocent face, 
I wondered how God could let such a scoun- 
drel father a child. 


HE DAY OF retribution came not long 

after I talked with Juanita. I was in 
bed asleep one night when the ’phone rang. 
Drowsily, I got up, put on my house robe. 
and went to the nook between the living 
room and kitchen to answer it. A woman’s 
voice said: 

“Ts this Mrs. Charles King?” 

I hadn’t waited all that time to muff my 
chance. Although I didn’t know who it 
was or why she was calling, I didn’t admit 
I was Mrs. King. 


“Hello ... hello ... hello,” the voice 
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said, then jiggled the hook on her end of 
the line. She hung up. I hung up, too, 
knowing the ’phone would ring in just a 
moment. It did. 

Again the voice asked: “Is this Mrs. 
Charles King?” Then there was a silence. 
Finally, the person decided to speak again. 
“If you know Mrs. Charles King,” the 
voice said, “tell her to call Memorial Hos- 
pital. Her husband’s been hurt, serious- 
ly!” 

Savage joy almost convulsing me, I man- 
aged to say coldly: “Wrong number!” Then 
I hung up again. 

Even with my display of rugged cold- 
bloodedness, however, I hadn’t figured on 
one thing—my curiosity. I had to know 
what happened. I didn’t for a 
doubt that whatever happened had some- 
thing to do with a woman. I just wanted 
to know how he got it. That’s why I went 
down to the hospital the next morning. 

A nurse took me into the ward where he 


moment 


was, his face a swollen mess of lumps, his 
head swathed in bandages. He was still 
out. I looked for a moment, feeling no 
tenderness, no love, then turned on my heel 
to go, motioning the nurse to follow. 

“Tell me about it,” 
we were out in the corridor. 

She acted as though she knew the whole 


I commanded once 


story, but was reluctant to tell it. 

“Go ahead,” I prompted. “I 
know what happened.” 

“J—I,” 
when they brought him in; but. 
stand he was in a dreadful fight. He was 
beaten severely about the face and head. 
He suffered a cerebral hemorrhage after- 


want to 


she stumbled, “I wasn’t on duty 


I under- 


ward. He’s in serious condition. Very 
serious.” 

“Who was he fighting with?” I asked. 
“What about?” 

“I don’t know the details, Mrs. King,” 


the nurse said. “Why don’t you call the 
police? They had him picked up and 
brought here.” 

I took a cab home, intending to call the 
police from there. But, I didn’t have to: 
they were waiting for me. 

As my cab pulled up to the apartment 
building, one of them stepped from a squad 
car and walked up to me. He waited for 
me to pay the cabbie. Then, 
auto pulled away from the curb, he identi- 
fied himself and said: “We’ve been trying 
to reach you since we caught Dr. 
Meredith Johnson We’re holding him 
on a charge of assault with attempt to com- 
mit murder. It'll be murder, if your hus- 
band dies.” 

“Yes,” I said. “I know my husband’s 
been hurt. I’m glad. I hope he dies. All 
the time he’s been running around with 
other women, I’ve been waiting for revenge 
and it’s sweet, do you hear me, sweet!” 

I invited him to come inside. A bit befud- 
dled by my lack of emotion, he motioned 
his partner to follow us into the apartment. 

“You don’t seem very much upset about 


as the yellow 


ever 


this affair,” he said. “You and your hus- 
band still together?” 
“We're together.” 
what happened.” 
“We tried to call you last 
said, “but your line was busy. 
have left the ‘phone off the hook.” I glanced 
over to the small table where the ‘phone 
was. He followed my glance. The ’phone 
was off the hook. 
“What happened?” 
back to him. 
“Well,” he said. 
to bite my tongue any. 
waiting to gloat—” 
“How do you know I'm going to gloat?” 
I asked. 


“Sorry,” 


I said. “Just tell me 
night,” he 
You must 


I demanded, turning 
“T don’t suppose I need 
seeing as how you're 


he said. “That was a slip of the 
Then, he told me. 

“Tt seems that your husband and Dr. 
Johnson’s wife have been running around 
for some time. The way we get it, your 
husband wasn’t the only extra man in her 
life. She was a natural flirt. but the doctor 
loved her madly. Fact is, he’s fought two 
or three other guys over her. He vowed 
that he’d kill the next one. I can’t under- 
these guys marry fast women 


tongue.” 


stand why 
and expect them to go straight. 

“Anyway. he finally caught up with your 
husband and Mrs. Johnson last night, in a 
hotel room. He blackjacked your husband 
within an inch of his life before he could 


move. His wife screamed, then fled the 
room, shouting for help. The desk clerk 
called By the time our men arrived, 


however, Dr. Johnson and his wife were 
gone. We sent your husband to the 
pital and tried to locate Dr. Johnson after 
we learned who he was. Can you beat it? 
Anyway, we found him. Like I said—” 

“I know,” I cut in, still as cold as a block 
“if my husband dies. > Humph! 
He'll never die. He’s going to live—and 
suffer. He’s got to! Just like I suffered 
all these years he was chasing around with 
other women. 

He looked at me, puzzled. 
“T’ve done my duty.” 
I heard a snatch of con- 

did you see how cold 


hos- 


of ice, 


“Okay, lady,” 
he said. 
As he went out. 
versation. “Gawd, 
she was—?” one of them asked the other. 


THE STORY made sensational headlines 

in the Negro press. And, the fact that I 
had put out no emotion seemed to have 
intrigued the writers. I was the “Iceberg 
Wife” and the “Cold-Blooded Mama” to 
them. I had refused to talk to their re- 
porters, too, which was duly noted. 

I didn’t go to the hospital again to see 
Charles, although everyone said I should. 
The fact that I seemed to gloat over his 
misery turned people from sympathizing 
with me to berating me. The next week’s 
papers were full of the fact that I had re- 
fused to see him. There was a lovey-dovey 
shot of Dr. and Mrs. Johnson with an over- 


line: “Reconciled.” Meanwhile, Charles, 
who had come out of the coma, hung on 
tenaciously. 


My reserve of determination, 
that I hardly knew a moment of remorse 


so strong 
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So if you experience cramps, pain and 
idaches, feel as though you'd been literally 
gged through a knothole at such times — 
| be glad to know about this way to 
ve such discomfort... even on the first, 
day of your period!” 
Here’s the news. In doctors’ tests, 3 out of 
4 women stopped or strikingly relieved such 
ring...by taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s new 
Tablets or Compound. 
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HE SECOND YEAR after Ann’s birth 

brought a change in me. I began slow- 
ly to develop a most destructive kind of 
anger. The idea of retribution started to 
snake through my mind. I don’t know what 
made me think of it, but I sat up watching 
for the day Charles’ sins caught up with 
him. I decided that would be the time to 
leave him, to beg, grovel, and humble him- 
self. 

I didn’t know how revenge would come; 
I wouldn’t help it at all. All I would do 
was wait—maybe for the day a doctor, a 
steelworker, or someone caught his wife 
with Charles and let loose his pent-up fury. 
That would be my moment of triumph, too. 

Charles got bolder and bolder with his 
playing. I’d glimpse him riding down the 
street in broad daylight with another wom- 
an in the car. I’d watch people who knew 
us slink off and hold whispered conversa- 
tions. I’d see them point out an attractive 
girl, then glance knowingly at me. I found 
his name several times in the gossip col- 
umn. All those things, and more. just 
served to heighten my reserve of determi- 
nation for the day I knew would come. 

A funny thing about my marriage to 
Charles was that I had pitifully little to do 
with his family. As time went on, I de- 
cided that in some way he was estranged 
from his parents, both of whom were alive 
in Kansas City. 

Through one of his relatives, however, 
I did obtain an explanation for the cold- 
ness between Charles and his parents. Jua- 
nita Moore called on me one day during 
her stay in Cleveland with a group of union 
workers who were holding a convention. 
She was Charles’ cousin. She said she 
wanted to see the baby. I was as cordial 
as I could be when she arrived. 

Juanita raved over little Ann. The two 
of us fell into an interesting discussion. 
Finally, she said: 

“T don’t want to interfere in your private 
life, Ann; but, I would like to ask a ques- 
tion.” 

“Go ahead,” I said. 

“I’ve heard how badly Charles is treat- 
ing you and how you just stick in there 
and take it with never a complaint. I’ve 
heard that you haven’t even argued with 
him about the way he plays around. How 
can you go on, week after week, month 
after month, taking it as you do?” 

‘I guess my face must have gone hard, 
for I actually recognized fright in her eyes 
as I said: “Juanita, Charles is your cousin, 
your family. I don’t want to start trouble 
with you. But, my day will come. Just 
you wait and see!” 

She was quiet for a moment. Then, she 
said: “I know he’s a bad one. I don’t 
blame you, if that’s the way you want it. 
He’s bound to get it some day—and you’ve 
certainly earned your right to make him 
squirm when it happens. Only thing, I 
just can’t understand how you—how any 
woman—could have the cold blood it takes 
to sit here and wait. You're a marvel!” 

I said nothing. So, she took up the con- 
versation, with another twist. “Did Charles 


ever tell you why he came to Cleveland, 
why he left Kansas City, that is?” 

My interest perked up. I’d wondered 
about that. 

“No.” I said. “I mean, he told me some- 
thing, but there was nothing unusual about 
it. What happened?” 

“He was run out of town!” Juanita told 
me. 

That surprised me. 

“Run out of town? What for?” 

She went right into the story and I de- 
cided that here, for some strange reason, 
was an ally. 

“To make a long story short,” she be- 
gan, “he was working as houseboy, chauf- 
feur, and general handyman for Judge 
Horowitz, one of the richest white men in 
K.C. And, I might add, one of the most 
influential. He could have had Charles 
lynched, except for one thing. But, I’m 
getting ahead of my story. 

“Charles hadn’t been on the job three 
weeks before he started flirting with the 
judge’s daughter, Laddie. That wasn’t the 
worse thing he could have done, as it turned 
out, because she didn’t try to rebuff him. 
Fact is, she encouraged it. I don’t know 
whether it was love, or if she was trying 
for a thrill. 

“Anyway, Charles was nervy, and cocky. 
Instead of going home nights, he started 
leaving Judge Horowitz’ home, then dou- 
bling back after dark to spend the night 
in Laddie’s room. This went on six months 
or more, as I found out. But, the inevitable 
happened: the Judge, gun in hand, caught 
them one night! Somehow, he’d become 
suspicious. He walked into Laddie’s room 
and found them in bed together, sound 
asleep. 

“The judge, infuriated, was all for shoot- 
ing Charles on the spot, but Laddie jumped 
between them, screaming ‘I’m in love with 
Charles, father. If you’re going to shoot 
him, shoot me, too, and give the family a 
real scandal!’ 

“That saved Charles’ life. But, the judge 
got partial revenge. He had him picked up 
at home and fixed it with the police chief 
to run Charles out of town. If Charles 
ever sets foot in K.C. again, he can be 
arrested on any excuse and jailed.” 

When she finished the story, I was so 
weak I thought I would faint dead-away. 
Little Ann, though, was asleep in my arms. 
As I looked into her sweet, innocent face, 
I wondered how God could let such a scoun- 
drel father a child. 


THE DAY OF retribution came not long 

after I talked with Juanita. I was in 
bed asleep one night when the ’phone rang. 
Drowsily, I got up, put on my house robe. 
and went to the nook between the living 
room and kitchen to answer it. A woman’s 
voice said: 

“Ts this Mrs. Charles King?” 

I hadn’t waited all that time to muff my 
chance. Although I didn’t know who it 
was or why she was calling, I didn’t admit 
I was Mrs. King. 


“Hello ... hello ... hello,” the voice 
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said, then jiggled the hook on her end of 
the line. She hung up. I hung up, too, 
knowing the ’phone would ring in just a 
moment. It did. 

Again the voice asked: “Is this Mrs. 
Charles King?” Then there was a silence. 
Finally, the person decided to speak again. 
“If you know Mrs. Charles King,” the 
voice said, “tell her to call Memorial Hos- 
pital. Her husband’s been hurt, 
ly!” 

Savage joy almost convulsing me, I man- 
aged to say coldly: “Wrong number!” Then 
I hung up again. 

Even with my display of rugged cold- 
bloodedness, however, I hadn't figured on 
one thing—my curiosity. I had to know 
what happened. I didn’t for a 
doubt that whatever happened had some- 
thing to do with a woman. I just wanted 
to know how he got it. That’s why I went 
down to the hospital the next morning. 

A nurse took me into the ward where he 


serious- 


moment 


was, his face a swollen mess of lumps, his 
He was still 
feeling no 


head swathed in bandages. 
out. I looked for a moment, 
tenderness, no love, then turned on my heel 
to go, motioning the nurse to follow. 

“Tell me about it,” 
we were out in the corridor. 

She acted as though she knew the whole 


I commanded once 


story, but was reluctant to tell it. 

“Go ahead,” 
know what happened.” 

“J—I,” she stumbled, 
when they brought him in; but. 
stand he was in a dreadful fight. He was 
beaten severely about the face and head. 
He suffered a cerebral hemorrhage after- 


I prompted. “I want to 


“T wasn’t on duty 
I under- 


ward. He’s in serious condition. Very 
serious.” 

“Who was he fighting with?” I asked. 
“What about?” 

“T don’t know the details, Mrs. King,” 


the nurse said. “Why don’t you call the 
police? They had him picked up and 
brought here.” 

I took a cab home, intending to call the 
police from there. But, I didn’t have to: 
they were waiting for me. 

As my cab pulled up to the apartment 
building, one of them stepped from a squad 
car and walked up to me. He waited for 
me to pay the cabbie. Then, as the yellow 
auto pulled away from the curb, he identi- 
fied himself and said: “We’ve been trying 
to reach you ever since we caught Dr. 
Meredith Johnson We're holding him 
on a charge of assault with attempt to com- 
mit murder. It'll be murder, if your hus- 
band dies.” 

“Yes,” I said. “I know my husband’s 
been hurt. I’m glad. I hope he dies. All 
the time he’s been running around with 
other women, I’ve been waiting for revenge 
and it’s sweet, do you hear me, sweet!” 

I invited him to come inside. A bit befud- 
dled by my lack of emotion, he motioned 
his partner to follow us into the apartment. 

“You don’t seem very much upset about 


this affair,” he said. “You and your hus- 
band still together?” 

“We're together,” 
what happened.” 

“We tried to call you last 
said, “but your line was busy. 
have left the ‘phone off the hook.” I glanced 
over to the small table where the ‘phone 
was. He followed my glance. The ’phone 
was off the hook. 

“What happened?” 
back to him. 

“Well,” he said, 
to bite my tongue any, 
waiting to gloat- 

“How do you know I'm going to gloat?” 
I asked. 

“Sorry.” he said. “That was a slip of the 
tongue.” Then, he told me. 

“It seems that your husband and Dr. 
Johnson’s wife have been running around 
for some time. The way we get it, your 
husband wasn’t the only extra man in her 
life. She was a natural flirt. but the doctor 
loved her madly. Fact is. he’s fought two 
or three other guys over her. He vowed 
that he’d kill the next one. I can’t under- 
these guys marry fast women 


I said. “Just tell me 
night,” he 
You must 


I demanded, turning 


“T don’t suppose I need 
seeing as how you're 


stand why 
and expect them to go straight. 

“Anyway. he finally caught up with your 
husband and Mrs. Johnson last night, in a 
hotel room. He blackjacked your husband 
within an inch of his life before he could 


His wife screamed, then fled the 


move. 
room, shouting for help. The desk clerk 
called By the time our men arrived, 


however, Dr. Johnson and his wife were 
gone. We sent your husband to the 
pital and tried to locate Dr. Johnson after 
we learned who he was. Can you beat it? 
Anyway, we found him. Like I said—” 

“T know.” I cut in, still as cold as a block 
of ice, “if my husband dies. > Humph! 
He'll never die. He’s going to live—and 
suffer. He’s got to! Just like I suffered 


all these years he was chasing around with 


hos- 


other women. 

He looked at me, puzzled. 
“T’ve done my duty.” 
As he went out. I heard a snatch of con- 
“Gawd, did you see how cold 
one of them asked the other. 


“Okay, lady,” 
he said. 


versation. 
she was—?” 


THE STORY made sensational headlines 

in the Negro press. And, the fact that I 
had put out no emotion seemed to have 
intrigued the writers. I was the “Iceberg 
Wife” and the “Cold-Blooded Mama” to 
them. I had refused to talk to their re- 
porters, too, which was duly noted. 

I didn’t go to the hospital again to see 
Charles, although everyone said I should. 
The fact that I seemed to gloat over his 
misery turned people from sympathizing 
with me to berating me. The next week’s 
papers were full of the fact that I had re- 
fused to see him. There was a lovey-dovey 
shot of Dr. and Mrs. Johnson with an over- 


line: “Reconciled.” Meanwhile, Charles, 
who had come out of the coma, hung on 
tenaciously. 


My reserve of determination, 
that I hardly knew a moment of remorse 


so strong 
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started to run down after a while and I be- 
gan to wonder if I had been right. Yet, 
Charles had treated me so badly. How 
could I be anything but right? 

I guess it was a combination of things 
that finally melted me. Little Ann, for one, 
kept pounding me with her innocent ques- 
tions about “Daddy.” She missed his oc- 
and moments of warmth. 
*phone and 


casional visits 
Aunt Mattie called me on the 
begged me not to let him die, for his blood, 
she said. would be on my hands. “All he 
needs,” she said, “is someone to give him 
the will to fight for his life. He’s just 
hanging on, now.” She understood my 
side of the case, she said, but still this was 
a matter of life and death. She suggested 
that we settle our problem after he was 
well again. 

Charles’ parents came to town, but they 
didn’t evince any interest in me, probably 
because of my attitude. I learned, though, 
that there had been quite a weeping scene 
at Charles’ bedside with both his mother 
and father taking the blame for everything 
because they didn’t raise him right. 

One day. I was visited by a Catholic 
priest. He was tall, rather gaunt, but his 
eyes held fire and his voice was masterful. 
He had come. he explained, as a part of his 
regular work with the hospital in trying to 
straighten out cases where there was “mis- 
understanding in the family.” 

“You might say.” he half-apologized, 
“that this is something I have nothing to do 


with. And, you would be right. for it is 
not a normal part of my work. However, 


Memorial Hospital falls within my parish 
and I have made it a habit to drop in every 
now and then to comfort the sick, the low 
in spirit, the lonely in heart.” 

I listened as he spoke. sitting there on 
my sofa, his long legs making a lap for 
little Ann. who’d taken to him from the 
moment he entered the room. 

“In your case.” he said, firmly, 
you have a right to feel as you do. 


“T know 


You can 


stop me any time. Mrs. King—yet, I think 
you're making a mistake.” 
“How can you say that, Father?” I asked. 


“You don’t know the long months and 
years I’ve lived alone in the world while 
my husband had fun with other women. Do 
you know the agony of living only for the 
day of retribution?” 

He thought about what I'd said. “But, 
my dear.” he said, You 
let evil creep into your heart and ruin 
Have you enjoyed your- 


“that was wrong. 


your whole being. 
self since your husband was beaten? I 
mean, real enjoyment.” 
I answered weakly: 
have, Father. But—” 
He was quick to follow up this slight 
break in my attitude. “I know. I know. 
And, I agree that it was human for you to 
feel badly toward your husband. Yet, the 
Lord advises us that we should forgive . 


“T don’t suppose I 


and he set the example by forgiving .. . 
not once, not twice . . . he recommended 
forgiveness ‘70 times 7,’ if necessary . . .” 

“Forgiveness, Father?” I asked hollowly. 
“How would that solve anything for me? 
I'd take him back—that’s what it means, 
isn’t it? Where would I be? Right back 
in the same old life. This way—” 

He glanced down at little Ann. “This 
way,” the priest said, “little Ann may soon 
be fatherless. Her mother must take at 
least a part of the blame if Ann’s father 
dies, because she is the only one who can 
save his life!” 

I was startled. 

“What would you suggest I do, Father?” 
I asked. a strange feeling welling in my 
heart, tears crowding to my eyes. 

“Actually.” the priest said, “I think this 
accident is the best thing that ever hap- 
pened to your marriage. That may surprise 
you, but it’s true. Right now, Charles 
King’s life is empty, meaningless. He’s in 
shock—-the greatest shock of his existence. 
He’s at the place where to live he must be 
given something to live for. He must have 
hope. You can walk in, make a new life 
for him. mould him as you would have him 
—a loving husband. By the way. you did 
love him when you were married. didn’t 


you?” 

Father was skilled. More than that. he 
had the strength of spirit and character to 
“The only love I’ve 
“was my early love 


bring good out of bad. 
known.” I said to him, 
for Charles.” 

“Then,” he said, “you would like to re- 
kindle it. wouldn’t you?” 

I’m writing this story on the first anni- 
versary of the Father’s visit, for that was 
the day I began to live constructively. With 
trepidations, I went to see Charles. It was 
hard, at first. knowing what he had done, 
to want him back as a husband. But, I 
tried to do as the Father had said I should. 
I tried to save a life, to make a new life. 

Charles was like a drowning man. He 
had to grab for whatever bit of solid wood 
he saw floating on the water. He grabbed 
hold, not frantically, for he actually wasn’t 
drowning, but slowly. Gradually, he came 

look forward to visits from Ann and 
me. He began to depend on us. He real- 
ized that we were all he had in the world in 
his time of need, for even his parents, feel- 
ing sorrier for themselves than for him, had 
gone back to Kansas City and Aunt Mattie 
had given up her visits. 

Eventually, Charles got well. 
he made his swift recovery under 


I’m proud 
to say, 
my care—my loving care. 

He’s completely well today—in spirit as 
well as in body. He’s a home-loving hus- 
band and a devoted father. Neither of us 
will ever cease being grateful to that won- 
derful priest who opened my eyes to the 
fact that vengeance belongs only to God. 


THE END 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 8) 


You know that they are probably 


bite. 
enjoying every one of their sarcastic re- 
marks and every bit of bitter banter—that 
you are the only one upset by it. 
One-sided quarrels are worse because 
you find yourself automatically taking defi- 


nite sides. When one parent is henpecked 
or browbeaten, your sympathies are usually 
definitely aligned with one of them at the 
expense of the other. You wish the op- 
pressed one would fight back once in a 
while or that the other would hush! But 
with all the leniency given you by modern 
text books on child psychology, you still 
do not go around telling your folks to put 
up or shut up. Painful experience proba- 
bly already has taught you that one de- 
parture from the role of a minor in a major 
league contest, and the heads of the house- 
hold will close ranks, unfold their fists in 
unison and slap your sassy face! 

In an age when nerves are short from 
crowded living conditions, 
hours, low incomes, high competition and 
racial tensions, parents who would other- 
wise live normal, happy lives, find them- 
selves at each other’s throats. 

When these everyday irritations turn into 
quarrels and quarrels reaeh the point of 
physical violence—or when the worm (mam- 
ma or papa) at last turns, that’s when real 
trouble is in the making. Stories of teen- 
agers attacking their father for abusing 
mother are appearing more and more fre- 
quently in the daily papers. Those young- 
sters who can, leave home to avoid the un- 
happiness. Others try to take it into their 
own hot little hands, to settle violence with 
violence. Neither is the right solution. 

First, be sure that the trouble is not 
about you. If you are the thorn in father’s 
side, and mother is kept in tears trying to 
defend you and your actions, then it is up 
to you to mend your ways. Even if you 
feel that you are right, you are still living 
in your father’s house and he is boss. He 
demands and should have your respect if 
not your love. He may have his shortcom- 
ings, granted, but what about your own? 

Unfortunately, much of the family quar- 
reling begins over the behavior of the 
children. They won’t work, they don’t “re- 
spect their mother,” they are lazy, they 
won’t go to school, they smoke, they drink, 
they stay out too late at night, they run 
wild in the street. Check the list. See if 
you can’t be a better son or daughter. 

If the trouble is solely between mother 
and father, and your problem is one of an 
unhappy, unloved home life, perhaps you 
have a favorite Aunt or Uncle with whom 
you could stay. Perhaps you have a God- 
mother who will give you the love and affec- 
tion you need so badly. 

If you have a pet—a puppy or a kitten 
or a bird—lavish your love on it. A neigh- 
bor’s or relative’s small child will not only 
welcome your affections, but will return 
them, 

Put your extra energies to work in school 


long working 


activities and concentrate upon enlarging 
your circle of friends. 

If the problem of the fighting parents is 
too much for you to solve in any of these 
ways, and you feel that a heart-to-heart 
talk with one or both of them will not 
bring about a happier understanding, why 
not go to your minister or the school coun- 
selor for help? One of these friends may 
be able to talk with your mother and father 
and show them what their own bickering 
or cold treatment of each other is doing 
to your life. 

If all these things fail, don’t take sides. 
Continue to love both, and do nothing to 
increase the tensions between them. 

If things ever do get completely out of 


hand and reach the weapons stage, act 
quickly and calmly. First, see that the 
younger children are safely out of the 


house, then call the police. 


Aunt Janey sincerely hopes it never 
comes to that. 
Stars And Numbers 
(Continued from Page 9) 
month for Taurus born, and also offers 


encouragement to those who have birthdays 
under Cancer. Virgo, Capricorn and Pisces. 

The full moon on November 1 and 2 will 
stimulate a rising tide of romantic fervor, 
affecting both the young and well-matured. 

Planetary positions make November 4th, 
the eve of the 11th, 20th and 24th favored 
days for marriages. These days also are 
good for meeting new people. 

All may not be smooth and harmonious 
in the general conduct of one’s life affairs 
and relationships this month, and it is sug- 
gested that the practice of self control and 
the avoidance of jealousy and criticism be 
more strictly observed than ever, in order 
to reduce needless friction which can inter- 
fere ‘with employment, home life or ro- 
mance. 

Financial interests and income can take 
on rather distressing aspects for those who 
are inclined to be careless or indifferent in 
such matters. It is advisable to act without 
delay in settling important business matters 
before the planet Mercury retreats on the 
20th. To do so will eliminate complica- 
tions which may interfere with success. 

The numbers 8 and 9 are under plan- 
etary stimulation until the 20th of Novem- 
ber. Other number phases are 3, 6, and 
9; 5, 6 and 9; 2, 5 and 7. 

The following days in November are most 
promising for acting upon interests that 
have a greater meaning to best results. 
Aries: 2, 6, 9, 12, 17, 20, i 25, a 

Taurus: 2, 3, 6, 9, 11, 20, 

Gemini: 3, 5, 8, 11, 17 22, a 30 

Cancer: 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, 12, 16, 20, 26 


Leo: 2, 3, 10, 11, 12, 17, 24, 29 
Virgo: 3, 6, 10, 12, 15, 16, 20, 25, 29 
Libra: 2, 4, 8, 11, 14, 20, 26, 29 


2, 3, 16, 12,. 15, 17,21, 2 

Sagittarius: 2, 3, 8, 9, 11, 13, 17, 20, 26 
Capricorn: 4, 9, 11, 17, 20, 21, 25, 29 
Aquarius: 3, 6, 9, 13, 16, 20, 24, 29 
Pisces: 2, 3, 4, 6, 9, 13, 17, 20, 26, 29 


Scorpio: 
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Appliqued 
: SWAGGERS k 

Sequined ac et 
Something entirely new and different are these roman- 
tically colorful and eye-catching SWAGGER JACKETS. 
The life-like “China Poblana” and “Charro” are native 
Mexican dancers. i d in lustrous, 
contrasting colors on 100% solid-color wool jackets. 
Hand-embroidered faces and hands, with sequin trim 
on costumes. Hair is braided wool. Jackets are light 
weight, yet snugly warm; two ample 
patch pockets. Perfect for use in street, 


sports or pee weer. $14.95 


-4a2 22 20 20 Se ee eee eee ee 


Please send me a Desert Sand [) Blue 1) Green 1 
Red[) Swagger Jacket. My dress size is...... e 
O Check or Money Order enclosed for $14.95 
C1) Send C.O.D. I'll pay $14.95 plus postage and 
C.O.D. charges. (No advance deposit required.) 
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Doctors agree that you look your best, feel 
your best, act your best, when your weight 
is right. Are you normally healthy, but 
discouraged because you have failed to 

gain those extra pounds which mean the 

difference between a thin, scraggy ap- 

pearance and natural, well-rounded loveli- 
ness? The cause may be due to lack of es- 
sential food elements which your daily 
diet should contain. They include iron, 
iodine, riboflavin, thiamin, niacin or the 
new ‘‘Red Wonder Vitamin—B-12’’ 

recently described so dramatically in 
Reader's Digest. If this is the reason 
for your underweight, try Vimlets for 
ten days AT OUR EXPENSE. If you 
are not entirely satisfied return the 
unused portion and your money will 
be immediately refunded. Send $2.98. 
We'll Pay The Postage (you save 40c). 
NOW for your Desirable Weight Chart, 
the VIMLETS Fortified Diet, and box 
of 100 VIMLETS Tablets. You have 
nothing to lose and everything to gain. 


CHEMEDICS CO. D 


Ladies WESTERN BELTS 


Genuine cowhide, beautifully hand- 
tooled by Mexican Indians. 


The 

Chemedics 
Girl is 
Just Right 












Now you can wear the same style western 
belt that your men folk do. E ually at- 

tractive with dress, slacks or play suits. 
Be the first in your neighborhoed to 
wear one of these belts. 


Make Beautiful Christmas Gifts 
¥% inch wide 

any length, ONLY. : - 1 69 
(Two for $3.00) 


Send money order, size and name 
and address to 


DOUGLAS TRADING POST 
P.O. Box 463 Douglas, Ariz. 
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Be Popular! Have Fun! Make Friends! 


PLAY 


PIANO 


with BOTH Hands 
First Day or Don’t Pay 
THIS AMAZING NEW 


PATENTED SELF- 
TEACHING DEVICE 


your 





‘ to the new 
popul ty that will 
be irs when you 





any- 











Patent No. 2,473,222 


ore 
ithin 30 minutes, you'll fe playing a 
ielody with BOTH HA ANDS. This is no trick 
"ll soon be reading any sheet music at sight 
ith ease and assurance. Here's What u Get: 
e Dean Ross Piano Course, includin 30- ~illus- 
~ 50 songs with words and music, special 
lay mee arrangements and the Patented 
\ YMATI “CHORD SELECTOR all for only $1.98. 
NOTHING ELS PAY. Mail the “10-day FREE TRIAL 
c ow! 
—K KS a a — —_—— — 
Dean Ross Piano Studios, Inc., Dept. E-621 
45 West 45th St., New York 36, N. Y. 
s i F o Course of 30 lessons, 50 songs, and Patented 
Aut itic Chord Selector. On delivery will pay postman 
8 plus postage. If not delighted, may return 
10 days for purchase price refund, The Automatic 
tor is mine to keep. 
SAVE SSc! Send payment now, we pay postage. Same 


guarantee 


No APO, FPO, or Foreign COD’s 





MEN! WHY BUY YOUR NEXT SUIT? 


GET IT ASA BONUS 


Make Big Cash Profits Besides 


Easy to earn a stylish new suit—beauti- 
fully tailored to your measure—on our 

Prof haring’’ Bonus Plan. Also spe- 
»ants offer. All you dois show 
ul fabrics and latest fashions 
s, and take their orders. 
























nade. Perfect fit and customer 
ion guaranteed or money back. 


SEND NO MONEY— Get FREE Outfit 


sh complete selling outfit of over 





rnis 
tual ——— full color style port- 
all supplies in swell display trav- 
vase. Absolutely no cost. Write for it 
and start earning bonus Suit or Pants 
big cash profits at once. Act now. 


o. K. TAILORING CO. ; 


325 S.Market St., Dept. 120 Chicago 6, 11. & 
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fy Send your songs or poems today. Music 
written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find theie 
first success. Let us try to help you. 
HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1558 N. Vine St. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28 Cal. 





New Portable Pocket-Size Water Heater 

plug in socket. ..turn ane switch! 
Bat ‘Thousands use for bone bi 

h m separato. 

1 quantities very ¢ - 

vine vantities depen & oy - s 
Bs s before a ty i Re gular AGENTS 

owever if you'll te your rien STR 
- oy IK to j tipo a | it for, us, we br ong 
ou ot ave one for only $1.98 plus tax. PRICE $2.95— 
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ian MONEY ie: jostiname and ‘address. 

tman $1.98 plus 
Fe ederal Tax, he Satis fac’ Rion LiMiTED $198 
is guar: sath or A m within 10 days for refund. — 
BOIL Qwik 4554N. Broadway, Dept. U-96, CHICAGO 40, ILL. 













Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at con- 


siderable a Gain experience designing 

for others. It may lead to thrilling career— 

even a shop of your own some day. Basic 
learn-by-doing’’ course under guidance of 

qu i te poem provides excellent age od 
reer. Send for free booklet. ‘*Ad- 


pc r 
ven ntures In® ‘Dress Design 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
5 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3238, Chicago 14, Jil. 


i DRINK 


B nquered! Are any of your dear ones or your- 
the spell of DRINK? If they are and if you 
N P YOU, send your name and 
full INFORMATION about our wonderful 

Ww RSTAND and P the 
DRINK HABIT either in one you love or in yourself. 
. is doing for others it can as surely do to 
you So don’t delay! Just clip this message now 

1 with your name and address. e will rush 

jerful NEW Message to you by AIR MAIL, 

y Free. Hope House, Box 1711, Norwalk, 

















House 
Of 
Shame 


(Continued from Page 38) 
Y OBJECTIONS became weaker by 


the moment, and we did meet Jeff for 
that shopping spree. He turned out to be 
a man about fifty-five, with alert dark eyes 
in a heavy, wrinkled face. When I thanked 
him effusively for the mistletoe-green eve- 
ning dress and all the accessories that set 
off my greenish-gray eyes, his own eyes 
lighted with pleasure and he insisted on 
buying me a street costume, complete with 
suit, hat, gloves and shoes. He asked 
Yvonne to choose luxurious lingerie for me 
and for herself, too. He bought Yvonne a 
gorgeous bracelet and me a locket. I felt 
cheap and sick, but I didn’t refuse. 

Jeff returned to his office eventually. 
Yvonne hailed a cab to take home our 
packages. 

“I’ve got to hand it to you, Leigh,” she 
said admiringly. “And to think they say 
gold-diggers are made, not born! You're a 
natural!” 

“Natural?” I faltered, not liking the 
sound of her words at all. 

“My method’s been to make the men 
think I’m used to the best, and they come 
across with pretty nice presents. But 
darned if your way isn’t better! Make ’em 
think you’re used to nothing at all, and 
thank ’em profusely for any little thing, 
and they keep piling it on, just to see that 
glow on your face. Gosh, what a system!” 

“I was just being nice to Jeff because 
he’s your friend,” I said. “Taking all these 
things from a man has made me feel sort of 
sick inside.” 

“You'll get over that,” Yvonne said drily. 

“Not me,” I said. But she only shrugged. 

The man Jeff brought along for me was 
practically his double except that his name 
was Ray Heath. He started the evening 
by being kind and fatherly and ended by 
patting my arm and murmuring thickly in 
my ear. When I let him know that I was 
seriously looking for work, he gave me one 
of his cards, with an address scrawled on 
the ‘back. 

“Tell ’em I said to put you to work in 
cosmetics,” he said. “With a complexion 
like yours, it’s a cinch.” 

It wasn’t much fun, dancing with these 
older men, and having them hanging on to 
your hand at the table between dances. But 
the place was a dream, had more glamour 
than I ever thought I'd be seeing. The eve- 
ning ended at four in the morning, when 
the men let us out of a taxi at Yvonne’s 
door. 

“No, you can’t come up for a last drink,” 
she told them. “Leigh’s mother is very 
old-fashioned and is probably waiting up 
for us right now.” 


As we waited for the elevator she 





chuckled. “That stopped them in their 
tracks. The idea is to give them a good 
time, but not let things go too far. Noth- 
ing their dowdy old wives could really ob- 
ject to.” 

“You mean they’re married?” I asked. 

She laughed. “Did you think men could 
get that old and that rich without acquiring 
wives somewhere along the line?” 

I looked at her searchingly for the first 
time. With the brazen light of the eleva- 
tor shining full in her face, I saw little 
lines and sags that her careful make-up 
had hidden. Why, she was getting old! 
And she reminded me more than a little of 
Aunt Belle—of all the past I was trying 
to get away from forever. 

“I’m going to set the alarm,” I said. 
“Ray gave me an address where I might 
get a job.” 

She yawned. “Don’t wake me. “We've 
got a cocktail date at six, remember.” 

The address was the very store where 
Jeff had bought me all the clothes the day 
before. I felt very self-conscious as I took 
Ray’s card in to the employment manager. 
But I guess it was just routine with him, 
because he pressed a buzzer for an as- 
sistant and said, “Show Miss Leigh Larren 
the ropes, Miss Brown. She’s going to work 
in cosmetics when she’s had some training.” 

I was so tired by the end of the day that 
I went back to Yvonne’s apartment and fell 
asleep, instead of going on to the cocktail 
date. When Yvonne reached home late that 
night she scolded me. 

“Was Ray burned!” she said. “Here he 
got you that job and you don’t even know 
what gratitude is!” 

“Tm sorry,” I said, “but I’m a working 
girl now. And Ray is married. I’m not 
going out with him again.” 

Well, we quarreled! Yvonne helped me 
pack up my clothes to take back to my 
shabby rooming house. Just before I left 
she said, “Good-bye, kid. Truthfully, I 
can’t say I’m not relieved you’re going. 
You’re so much like I was fifteen years 
back, that it’s beginning to give me the jit- 
ters. I guess we just don’t bat in the same 
league.” 

“You’ve been swell,” I said, with tears 
in my voice. “And I won’t forget that it 
was through you that I got my job.” 

“When you're in a spot again, look me 
up,” she said. “Or when you begin to see 
things my way.” 

I didn’t say so aloud, but I vowed that 
never in the wide world would I see things 
her way. But how little do we know how 
fate can change our minds for us! 

I worked hard at the store and was re- 
warded by seeing my sales volume grow. I 
wrote Aunt Belle every week, and told her 
I was saving a little money. I didn’t dare 
give her an address to write to, afraid still 
that the police would come for me if they 
knew where to find me. But I did find a 
newsstand that carried out-of-town papers. 
I bought our home-town weekly and read it 
That life seemed so far away and 
Yet, all of my roots were there, 
If only 


avidly. 
long ago. 
and Aunt Belle was there in jail. 
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I had courage to go back to visit her! 

Ray came into the store once or twice, 
and tried‘to get me to go out with him, but 
I refused resolutely. One time the employ- 
ment manager walked by my counter while 
Ray was arguing with me and raised his 
eyebrows sharply. Ray shrugged half-hu- 
morously and said to him, “I guess I should 
know a brush-off when I see one. Looks 
like our Leigh’s gone and got herself an- 
other feller.” I felt my face flame. They 
laughed and walked on together. 

That noon I didn’t even wait to put a coat 
on over my light suit, but hurried to the 
newsstand through the rain. It was the day 
for the home-town paper to come out. I 
bought it and propped it up against my 
milk bottle as I ate my lunch at the counter 
around the corner. 

There. on the back page. was disaster! 
Aunt Belle was critically ill of pneumonia 
contracted in jail and wasn’t expected to 
live. Why, she might be dead by now! 
And I hadn’t even been there to comfort 
her! 

I got up from the counter. with my lunch 
scarcely touched, and walked unseeingly 
out into the rain. I don’t know how many 
hours I tramped the streets. my mind in a 
painful turmoil. Aunt Belle would be well 
and laughing right now if only old Thad 
Wickerstrom hadn’t had her arrested to get 
even with her me! Men could be 
such beasts! Oh why hadn’t I stayed near 
her? Maybe they couldn’t have put me in 
a reformatory, just because Thad threat- 
ened it. But it was too late for that now. 

My feet had unconsciously taken me 
across the city to my roominghouse. I 


over 


crawled up to my room and tumbled into 
bed. I awoke to a raging fever and a 
throat so sore it seemed swelled shut. That 
walk in the soaking rain had been too much 
for me, coupled with my grief over Aunt 
Belle. I got up the next day and tried to 
eat a little bread and milk, but I couldn’t 
force the food down my swollen throat. 
That was Thursday. 

Friday morning I managed to struggle 
to work only to have a new disaster con- 
front me. 

“The employment manager wants to see 
you,” one of the girls told me significantly. 

Minutes later, dazed and desperate. I was 
back out on the street, a few dollars 
clutched in my hands. I had been fired 
without even a fair chance to explain my 
absence because of illness over my aunt’s 
plight. I would never forget the sneer on 
the face of the boss who clearly thought I 
had been on some sort of good luck binge. 

All my resolve to do the right thing had 
been rudely dashed. It didn’t pay to do 
the right thing, I decided right then and 
there. This was a big city and what they 
said about big cities was true. Watch out 
for yourself in a big city and don’t worry 
about giving the next fellow a break. 

One evening, three weeks later when I 
still had no job, I smiled back at a strange 
man who whistled at me. I let him take me 
to dinner and the theatre. He was a buyer 


from out of town who had time on his hands 
in the evening. The next two nights we 
went to night clubs, and the day he left, 
he gave me a brooch. I promptly hocked 
the pin and gave the money to my landlady. 

It was at this low ebb of my moral cour- 
age that I began what I didn’t even ac- 
knowledge to myself then as “living by my 
wits.” I let myself get drawn into that 
detestable life through a confused welter of 
discouragement, of thinking that trying to 
live right had cost me my job. and a sub- 
conscious feeling that what I was doing 
That’s the in- 
how it 


wasn't really very wrong. 
sidious thing about wrongdoing- 
creeps up on you unaware and grows pro- 
gressively worse. 

My thinking even got so warped that I 
prided myself on going out only with men 
who were so much older than I that they 
were flattered just to be seen with a pretty 
young girl, and weren't as likely to make 
When I ar- 
ranged to meet a man for lunch or dinner 
it was in some respectable public place. 


demands as the younger men. 


No shabby rendezvous for me! I never let 
any man call for me in a taxi or take me 
home. Always I pleaded an urgent ap- 
pointment or said my invalid aunt would 
be waiting up for me. I felt so smug and 
self-righteous pretending I was just having 
fun! 

MET YVONNE again, and her friend 
Grace Amory. It was Grace who told 
me of her plan for getting even with a man 
who, she said, wasn’t “sporting enough to 
She’d take him to 
some night club where she worked in ca- 
hoots with a waiter who would accidentally 
spill a sticky drink on her. The waiter 
would set up a babel of self-reproach and 
Grace would set up a wail about the dress 
being one she had borrowed without her 


spend money on her.” 


roommate’s permission. Her escort would 
be practically coerced into giving her the 
price of the dress. She’d be sure to make 
it plenty steep. as she had to cut the help- 
ful waiter in on her take. I was so con- 
temptuous of Grace, when she told me her 
system, that I was sure I could never re- 
sort to anything so underhanded. But later 
on I did just that, only to have the whole 
thing backfire! 

You see, the men I went out with were 
generous in their tips. They took me to 
expensive places, bought theatre tickets at 
scalper’s prices. They didn’t seem to mind 
how much the bill for the evening came to! 
But I couldn’t bring myself to hint for 
presents, the way the other girls did. Con- 
sequently, it became harder and harder to 
pay my bills. My landlady had commented 
a couple of times that I didn’t seem to have 
a regular job, and when the rent money 
wasn't right on time, she suggested that 
maybe I had better move. 

I was terribly dejected late one after- 
noon as | sat by myself in a gloomily-lighted 
little bar and stared at the cherry in the 
bottom of my old-fashioned. I honestly 
hadn’t paid any attention to the man be- 
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4 PAYROLL 


START 
as high as 
$3,795.00 Year 


Prepare NOW for 
Next Examinations 


VETERANS GET 
SPECIAL PREFERENCE / 


FranklinInstitute 


(Not Government 
Controlled 


Dept. P-51 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Railway Postal Clerks  / 
City Mail Carriers / 
City Postoffice Clerks / 
Stenographers-Typists / 
Customs Inspectors / 
Messengers, Etc. / Gentlemen: Rush to me, 


e FREE list of U.S. Gov't 
32-Page Book = 2 big pay jobs. Send FREE 
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DON’T LET UGLY 


PIMPLES 


RUIN YOUR LOOKS 


Don’t neglect an externally caused pimply 
broken out skin that nobody loves to touch! 
Apply wonderfully medicated Poslam Ointment 
tonight—check resu/ts next morning after just 
one application! 

Poslam contains all 9 ingredients well known 
toskinspecialists—works faster, moreeffectively 
to help you to a finer complexion. Apply it after 
washing skin with non-alkali Poslam Soap. At 
druggists everywhere—costs so little. 
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FAL LOVE 
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Crs 


A Thrilling Combination! Men find 
the Exotic PerfumeIRRESISTIBLE!|f} 
And the Gorgeous Gold-color Lovers’ 
Ring isareal Attention-Getter!f} 
Send No Money! Pay postman $1.98} 
plus postage on arrival. Satisfac- 
tion Guaranteed. ORDER TODAY 1} 


VALMOR PRODUCTS, Dept. R-503 | 
2551 $. Michigan Av., Chicago 16, Ill. 








Train for 


BIG PAY 


on the Home Front 
BeaTrained Practical Nurse. 
Help fill our country’s need in 
this well-paid career. Men 
and women... 18 to 55... can 
prepare at home NOW! 


Easy to Learn in Spare Time 
y Nohigh school needed. Practical, easy-to-fol- 
low course covers atomic bomb protection, in- 
fant care, all modern methods. Classes under 
; ; Registered Nurses. Nurse’s outfit included. 
Send for Send coupon for FREE information today. 
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Wayne School of Practica! Nursi ) 
2525 Sheffield Ave., X-19, Chicago 


FREE Book 
14, Ui. j 


Please send FREE booklet of sample lesson pages. 
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Try this new amazing scientific home method to 
Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


—at Ankles, Calves, Thighs, Knees, Hips! 


WHICH OF THESE 
LEG PROBLEMS ARE YOURS? 





How “Around-the-Clock" 
Glamour Legs Help 
Everything You Do! 

® DANCE GRACEFULLY 
apely, stronger legs 

ou to become a desir- 
dance partner, allow 
to do the latest dance 
s more gracefully. 
ew ORK WITH PEP- 
erly developed legs w ill 


fatigue a your 
housework keeps you 

yur feet. 
e IMPROVE YOUR FA- 


v ORI TE SPORT—well 

ed legs not only are 

tive but also help you 

tennis, swim, bowl, 

with more ease and 
hich men admire. 


® WALK, STAND WITH 
POISE—Your carriage and 
thru your entire fig- 

will be improved and 

re graceful with the aid 
autifully developed 


















From the Very First Day You 
Feel Exhilarating Effects! 





Straight 
Hips 


Scrawny 
Thighs 


Bony 
Knees 


Stringbean 
Calves 


Toothpick 
Ankles 





READ HOW THIS 
TECHNIQUE HELPED 
OTHERS! 

One young lady, aged 24, 
had legs so thin that she 
could hardly find stockings 
to fit her. After using this 
method, her hips and legs 
were so beautifully devel- 


CLOTHES LOOK UNATTRAC- CLOTHES ‘LOOK GLAMOROUS oped that she became a 
TIVE WITH SKINNY LEGS WITH SHAPELY LEGS model. Another woman, 
shapeless legs, hose Whether sitting or standing, shapely Mrs. W. L., of Lubboc k, 

peal aries areases, sees aes Nasal Bp cpg a? —— Texas, writes - _ . $0 

dresses, skirts, look and fit their best thankful... am b e ing 


sort e and awkward. 
ake ur entire appear- 
i] calves, ankle 


In Many Cases, Doctors Advise Use 
of This Technique! 


self-conscious about your scrawny, 
Men are always attracted by shapely, 
legs. Skinny legs rob the rest of your 
ractiveness! Give yourself a chance 
i in the latest fashions of higher 
ig suits, shorts, etc. Now at last you 
» help yourself improve undeveloped 
ormal causes, as many women have 
ng this new scientific method. You 
something about filling out any part 


gs 70 wish . such as adding grace- 
oothpick ankles . . alluring curves 
calves feminine appeal to 


bewitching contour to scrawny 
seductive roundness to straight un- 
or your legs all over! 


WRITTEN ABOUT IN HEALTH CULTURE 
MAGAZINE 


ilture asked this well-known authority 

write a series of articles on the fun- 
s of this method. This magazine be- 
readers should learn about this 
technique. Many other leading maga- 

ewspapers have written about the 
antages of correct leg development. 


over well Lr naa hips, thighs, knees, 


helped so ae much.’ 


TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
REQUIRES ONLY 15 MINUTES A DAY! 


Well known authority on legs with years of ex- 
perience offers you this tested and proven scien- 
tifie course—only fifteen minutes a day—in the 
privacy of your home! Contains step-by-step 
illustrations of the easy SCIENTIFIC LEG DE- 
VELOPMENT TECHNIQUE with simple instruc- 
tions for undeveloped hips, thighs, knees, calves, 
ankles, gaining stronger legs, improving skin tone 
and circulation of legs: normal causes of skinny 
legs, plus leg measurement chart of each section 
of leg according to height and weight, also how 
leg development may improve general health 


SEND NO MONEY! 
FREE 10-DAY TRIAL 


You would be glad to pay any price to gain 
shapely legs, but ‘‘Shapety Legs Home Method” 
is yours for the low introductory price of only 
$1.98 complete. Just deposit $1.98 plus postage 
with postman on delivery (in plain wrapper). 
Or send only $1.98 with order and we pay post- 
age. You must see satisfactory results, or return 
course and your money will be refunded, 


MODERN METHODS, 296 Broadway « Dept. SL-TCIl « New York City 7 


64. 











side me until he sighed with a dejection 
that matched my own. 

“Tt’s pretty dull for a stranger around 
the city, isn’t it?” he asked. 

I glanced up to see a tall young fellow. 
I had steered clear of the younger men. 
because they were the demanding sort, but 
I felt I couldn’t afford to be choosy now. 

“There are always the night-clubs.” I 
said. “They are gay enough, surely.’ 

“You mean, you’d go with me?” he asked 
eagerly. “I—I mean,” he stammered, “will 
you please go with me and show me the 
town? 

“My name is Erick Sandstrom and I’ve 
only been here two days.” 

“T don’t know.” I said doubtfully, trying 
to sound all innocence and reluctance. “I! 
don’t know what my aunt would ever say.” 
But of course, I let myself be persuaded 
and promised to meet him later on in front 
of the Golden Cock. 

The evening with Erick dragged. He 
wasn’t a very good dancer, and back at the 
table he lapsed into silences which I did 
nothing to dispel. I kept my eyes on the 
floorshow instead of on him. I didn’t want 
to start a flirtation. He picked out the least 
expensive items on the supper menu, and 
didn’t respond when I suggested we go on 
to another club. 

I began thinking about the landlady’s 
sharp words of that morning and wondering 
how I was going to face her. Then I real- 
ized that our waiter was Adolph, whom 
Grace had pointed out at another place as 
working in cahoots with her on the spilled 
drink idea. 

Adolph caught my eye. Impulsively | 
nodded my head, rolling my eyes down as 
toward a spilled drink. He winked. It 
wasn’t five minutes later that some sicken- 
ing-looking pinkish stuff cascaded down my 
shoulder and into my lap. 

I let out a wail of protest, and Adolph 
started moaning that it was an accident. | 
hadn’t realized we'd attract attention, but 
when I went into the act about the bor- 
rowed dress, and not knowing what I was 
going to do now, a man from the next table 
leaned toward me with a half-leer on his 
face and said, 

“The gal you borrowed it from must be 
your double. Boy, you sure look as if you’d 
been poured in.” I knew that the burly. 
red-faced man, even drunk as he was, rec- 
ognized this as a put-up game. I flushed 
and stammered, but couldn’t back out then. 
as it would have meant a lost job for 
Adolph for his part in it. 

I let Erick smooth things over and 
offer to replace the dress for my imaginary 
friend. He asked how much a new dress 
would cost. 

I was going to name an amount that 
would cover my back rent, with a bit to 
spare, and looked up at Erick consideringly. 
trying to decide how much the traffic would 


bear. That was the first time I had really 
looked at him. I learned a lot from that 
glance. 


The suit Erick had on was clean and 


well-pressed, but it was getting a trifle 
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His shirt cuffs showed wear 
But it was his face that told 


thread-bare. 
at the edges. 
told me the most. It was lean, with a 
broad forehead and a good jaw, and was 
dominated by steady, serious gray eyes that 


were gazing intently at me. Here was no 
gay young fellow out for a pickup, but a 
stranger to the city, lonely as I had been 
when I first came, expecting the honest 
companionship that he was trying his best 
to give me. I felt shabby and cheap and 
disgusted with myself as I had never felt 
before. 

He had his thin, worn wallet out and was 
opening it. 

“T’m sure my aunt will know how to clean 
the dress,” I said, with the first spark of 
genuine kindness I’d shown for anyone for 
quite a while. “If it is spoiled, I'll give 
Edna a blue one of mine she’s been eyeing 
for quite some time. I’m getting tired of 
the blue one, anyway.” 

“That’s mighty sweet of you.” he said. 
The relief in his face was unmistakable. 
“I've just got a job as bookkeeper at 
Landweer’s. I’ve still got to pay back 
money to my folks for what they borrowed 
for my schooling. It will leave me pinched 
for a while. I shouldn’t have been brassy 
enough to think I could show a gorgeous- 
looking girl like you a good time, on what 
I have to spend.” 

“You are showing me a good time.” I 
said, and meant it. “You're showing me 
a way of life I had almost forgotten.” I 
added. to myself. I knew, once and for all, 
that this whole crazy. reckless game wasn’t 
worth the degeneration of the soul that 
went with it. And I was through with it, 
as of then, of that very minute! 

But somehow you can’t wipe out the past. 
Shadows from it keep reaching out and 
clutching at you. What you’ve done goes 
on the permanent record in your soul. and 
on the record of other men’s minds, too. 
Maybe if you lived in a vacuum you could 
blot out the past. But I doubt if you could, 
even then. 

I didn’t fall in love with Erick all at once. 
I didn’t even begin to fall in love with him 
until three days later, when I had, miracu- 
lously, been able to get a job at Landweer’s 
Department Store and he came over to 
hunch his long body above my desk and 
ask me out for coffee. 

Erick was in love with me from the start, 
and it wasn’t long before I warmed to his 
sincere, eager admiration. When he told 
me, on our third date, that he loved me, and 
took me in his arms to kiss me good night, 
I found my lips, my whole body. flaming 
with passion such as I had never known. 
My blood coursed with a wild, sweet sing- 
ing. 

It was he at last who ended the kiss and 
stepped back. 

“Gosh, you’re sweet, Leigh,” he whis- 
pered. 

Even though our dates were fun, after 
that I could scarcely wait until the good- 
night part of them. I got into the habit of 
asking Erick in for a few minutes when he 
took me home—a few minutes that 


stretched into an hour—sometimes into two 
hours; hours of kisses and caresses that 
worked us both up to a pitch that made it 
hard to stop. Our bodies cried for a com- 
pletion that we were alternately promising 
and denying ourselves. There were times 
when, except for Erick’s self-imposed re- 
straint, we would have gone on to that com- 
pletion. 

“Darling.” he groaned one night at part- 
ing, “we've got to do something about this! 
Let’s get married—right away.” 

“Yes, Erick.” I breathed, “whenever you 
say!” My happiness was like a bubble in 
which I was soaring above the earth, above 
my past. 

That bubble sprung a warning leak when 
the morning paper came out with an ac- 
count of Grace Amory’s murder! She had 
been found in a slough with her throat cut! 
The police were working on the case. 

Grace Amory was the “party girl” who 
had told me about the “spilled drink” idea 
that had nearly cost me Erick, my heart’s 
darling, before I even came to know him! 
I shuddered and cast the paper aside. That 
part of my life was over and done with. I 
wouldn’t even think of it again! But of 
course I could think of nothing else at all. 

Erick was at the office ahead of me that 
morning. “I’ve a surprise. darling,” he 
whispered, as he bent over my desk. “We’re 
going to the Golden Cock tonight to cele- 
brate our engagement.” 

“No, not there!” I said involuntarily. As 
he looked at me, astonished, I tried to cover 
up my uneasiness. “I mean, it’s much too 
expensive. We've got to save our money 
fer a marriage coming up. Remember?” 

He smiled in relief. “I haven’t taken 
you to a really swank club since we’ve been 
going together.” he said. “And this is a 
special occasion. It was the Golden Cock 
we went to the night we met and that stupid 
waiter all but spoiled your lovely dress. I 
want to take you there again—this time 
with more money in my pocket. Besides,” 
he added, as I still protested. “I’ve already 
made the reservations.” 


‘ 


I had to give in, of course, but uneasiness 
haunted me all day long. Yvonne was sure 
to be there. It had been practically a ritual 
with her to go to the Golden Cock on Fri- 
day nights. Suppose she came to our table 
and began talking about Grace? Or sup- 
pose she merely said enough so that Erick 
would know she and I palled together? But 
perhaps, I hoped wistfully, she would be 
annoyed enough with me for dropping out 
of her circle without warning that she 
wouldn’t even speak! 

I dressed in the mistletoe green dress that 
Yvonne’s friend Jeff had bought me, for it 
was the most becoming one I owned. I even 
put on rouge which I seldom used, in an 
effort to seem gay for Erick. 


THE NIGHTMARISH quality of the day 
became hideous reality from the mo- 
ment we entered the Golden Cock! Yvonne 
was there, as I had feared she would be. 
She and Jeff had been drinking heavily. 
She waved and beckoned. Jeff called 


loudly for us to join them. With Erick 
already piloting me toward their table, 
there was no way out. 

“Wasn't it horrible about Grace’s being 
killed?” she demanded at once. She turned 
to Erick. “I guess Leigh has told you all 
about our indiscreet friend being bumped 
off last night, hasn’t she?” 

I tried to evade the subject. Hastily I 
introduced Erick and told them we were 
celebrating our engagement. 

Yvonne, well on the way to being drunk, 
showed a malicious streak that I didn’t 
know she possessed. 

“Not engaged, darling,” she said. with 
elaborate emphasis. “You never let it go 
that far before.” 

Erick flashed a puzzled glance at me. I 
could see he was becoming more bewildered 
by the minute. Jeff, in his own drunken way 
trying to make a joke. nudged Erick in the 
ribs. “So you’re stuck with buying the 
little gal’s clothes from now on. Think 
you can pick ’em out as stylish as that 
green dress I bought her? She sure looks 
pretty in it.” 

There wasn’t a word I could say—not a 
word, if my life had depended on it! | 
glanced away from Erick’s hurt bewilder- 
ment, and my eye fell on our waiter, 
Adolph. His glum, disapproving manner 
reminded me of something I had entirely 
forgotten—I’d never thought to pay him 
his “cut” that night he spilled the drink 
on me when I had taken Erick there before. 
I became afraid, minute by minute. that 
he’d ask me outright for the money. But 
he had a more telling way even than that of 
getting revenge. He stumbled as he neared 
my chair and deliberately poured a glass 
of liquor down the front of my dress! 

It was apparent, even to Erick, that the 
waiter’s stumble had been deliberate. He 
voiced his hurt and bewilderment at the 
proceedings by protesting angrily to 
Adolph. 

A voice a couple of tables away lifted 
itself above the din. “There’s that gold- 
digger again, going through her old 
tricks!” 

I wanted to laugh hysterically and cry at 
the same time when I recognized the 
burly fellow who had made the leering re- 
marks the night I had been there before 
with Erick. /f this wasn’t Old Home Week 
with a vengeance. 

“She’s just playing you for a sucker, 
mister,” he added. 

Erick was on his feet then, swinging 
wildly at the heckler. The man swung at 
Erick. and when he missed with his fist, 
picked up a bottle to use for a club. 

I don’t know how Yvonne got in the way, 
but there she was, shrieking in pain, with 
a great gash cut through her cheekbone. 

Then, when the nightmare was over in- 
side the Golden Cock, it went on all over 
again as we were taken to the police sta- 
tion for disturbing the peace. I tried to 
whisper to Erick on the way all the things 
I should have told him at the beginning, 
but I only succeeded in making him think 
that he was just the latest—not even the 
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in a long line of suckers. His wary 
id grim mouth almost broke my 


posted bail for both of us at the 
with money he had planned to 


for my diamond. He took me home 


eht-lipped silence, followed me into my 


it my 


and locked the door. 


lipped out of my wrap and turned to 


Erick, Darling. won’t you listen to 
I pleaded. 

tared dazedly for a moment at the 
stain down the front of my dress. 

he reached out and deliberately tore 
s off me, ripping it from shoulder 


won't need that again,” he said. 
e used it twice.” As I tried to cower 
he swung me back toward him. 


eat at his chest with my fists, but he 


yowered me. 


is what you’ve been asking for all 
eeks,” he said roughly. “I thought 
re a little innocent caught up by 


no,” | whimpered. But his mouth 
down brutally, bitingly on mine, and 
protest. His body battered at 
ithlessly. This was pain and humili- 
ind degradation! This was something 


Idn’t live through! 


a horrible minute he let me go as 
ly as he had flung himself on me. 

he thrust me away from him. “I 

want to touch that cheating body of 
he rasped. 

it Erick,” I voice to 


found protest 


ringly, “I’ve told you everything! I’ve 


honest with you. Can’t you see my 
f it? I didn’t ever do anything so 
rong. 

at have you ever done that was 
he demanded. “What have you ever 
at took moral courage and grit— 


?” Before I could think up 


ynesty 


esponse at all, he had unlocked the 


ind gone out! 

awake, sobbing, until I was ex- 
d. Somewhere in those bleak hours 
| my life as I had never done before. 
way now would be for me to 
k to the office on Monday, and by my 


easy 


rick’s forgiveness. Possibly. if I were 
nough, I might at last even win 
love. I might never recapture the 
ouled enthusiasm he had given me 
start, but perhaps I might be able 
enough of his affection so that we 
et have a life together. No one at the 
ould ever know what had occurred 
cht—either at the night-club, the 
station, or later in my room. 
was the simple way. But my con- 
told me I had a debt to pay to my 
ind to my honor. I had taken for 
| that Aunt Belle had died of pneu- 
But nowadays, with the new drugs, 
ire remarkable recoveries. Maybe I 
ippointed her cruelly when I quit 


ng to her. 
hen daylight came, I packed my suit- 


lisregarding my aching body, dis- 


carded everything the suitcase wouldn’t 
hold—especially my party clothes, and 
caught a train for home. 

I went directly to the home of the judge 
who had sentenced my aunt. He was a gen- 
tle, kindly man—much different from the 
way he had impressed me in the court 
room. I told him my story. of how my aunt 
had shielded me all my life, but that fright 
had forced me to run away when she was 
convicted. And now I had returned to 
see what I could do for her if she were still 
alive. 

The judge assured me that she was well. 
that she had been a model prisoner. and 
that if I found a job that could help sup- 
port her, he was sure he could persuade 
the parole board to release her. 

Aunt Belle was pathetically glad to see 
me, when [ went to visit her. She was a 
changed woman. Her love of a gay life 
and easy money had been overwhelmed by 
her desire to be a solid citizen, respected 
by the community. 

The judge helped me to secure a job in 
the office of an appliance store. When Aunt 
Belle was released he helped her secure 
work cooking in a restaurant. We lived 
together in a rooming house. [| tried to fill 
my life so that I'd have no time to wonder 
if Erick had found a new love. more worthy 
of him. 

It took me some months to save up money 
to repay him for the amount he had posted 
for my bail. But at last I sent him a 
money order, addressing it to his office. I 
told him I was living with my aunt. 

Months later a letter came from Erick. 
My letter had followed him to Korea! 

“Darling, darling,” he wrote. “I had no 
way of finding you before I went into the 
army. I’ve worried myself sick over you 
and my treatment of you. I know you were 
just a mixed-up girl. who thought she was 
doing her best. And I was intolerant! Tell 
me that you forgive me! Let me think that 
when I come home again you will be wait- 
ing for me. ss 

He is coming home soon now. within 
the next couple of months, I think. I’m not 
only waiting—I’m counting the hours, the 
minutes, until we can be married and be- 
gin that new life that I jeopardized by my 
unprincipled behavior as a girl who lived 
by her wits. THE END 





Health 


(Continued from Page 47) 


litis, and epidemic encephalitis (sleeping 
sickness) that are primary infections of the 
meninges and brain rather than extensions 
or complications of other diseases. Severe 
headaches are the accompaniment but, un- 
fortunately, are not the most serious aspect 
of the conditions. 

It must be pointed out that sometimes 
pains about the head are mistaken for true 
headaches. The pain associated with sinus 
disease or ear infection may simulate a 
headache. Or pains of neuralgia may be 
similarly mistaken. In this latter condition 
the patient may point out areas of tender- 


ness in the scalp itself where the pain orig- 
inates. 

If there is any one form of headache 
which may be called a disease of itself 
rather than a symptom of some other dis- 
ease, it is the peculiar affliction called mi- 
graine or sick headache that affects about 
ten percent of the population. It seems to 
be a malady that involves the whole body 
but it may be explained as due to changes 
solely within the skull. It is a disease of 
periodic occurrence mostly among women 
but also frequently among men. The head- 
ache is of great severity lasting one or more 
days. It is nearly always on one side of the 
head. Victims are usually forced to go to 
bed. Digestion is upset and vomiting may 
occur. 

The patient is irritable and sensitive to 
light and to slight noises. Migraine attacks 
may vary a great deal in frequency from 
person to person, and even in the same 
individual. They may occur daily or once 
in six months or a year; or one may expe- 
rience only one attack in a lifetime. The 
type of person affected is the intelligent, 
sensitive, high-strung individual. Statistics 
show migraine to be especially frequent in 
professional people but victims may be 
found in all strata of society. Usually it 
occurs in the let-down period after unusual 
stress. For this reason week-ends or vaca- 
tion periods are favorite times of attack. 
There is a large hereditary factor in mi- 
graine. 

People subject to migraine can usually 
tell when they are going to have an attack. 
It is introduced by sleepiness, dejection, 
and the appearance of bright spots before 
the eyes. Then the headaches appear, throb- 
bing at first. then with a steady ache. 

Psychiatrists say that migraine has a 
neurotic basis. It is a disease as old as an- 
tiquity. Many will recall the passage in 
Shakespeare’s Othello where, following a 
conversation with Iago in which Desdemo- 
na’s fidelity is challenged, Othello com- 
plains of a frontal headache. For this his 
wife recommends a specific remedy: “Let 
me bind it hard; within this hour it will be 
well.” Here are hints that the headache 
may be directly relevant to emotional reac- 
tions and life stress and that patients may 
sometimes respond favorably to compres- 
sion of the painful area. 

Nowadays, we have better ways of treat- 
ing the disease with drugs. It is believed 
that migraine is due to a dilation of blood 
vessels in the skull producing pressure. On 
this theory, a drug known as ergotamine is 
given which contracts the blood vessels and 
very often gives marked relief. Many doc- 
tors are not satisfied with this theory and 
offer alternative ones. 

It can be seen, therefore, that a head- 
ache may not be a simple and benign affair. 
In nine out of ten instances it will pass by 
safely. But one can never be sure that it 
will. It would be safer, if it occurs too 
frequently or with severity to consult a doc- 
tor so that he can comfort you as to its 
casualness or take the proper steps if it is 


serious. 
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How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 15) 


in in the person of a mutual friend who 
went to New York for a visit. She told 
Earl where I was and he wrote to me again. 
When I think back on it now it seems a 
little fantastic even tome. After all. before 
receiving this letter I had not seen him in 
three years and I had not even heard from 
him in two years. I remember well the 
thrill of seeing that familiar handwriting 
after so long a time but I don’t think, de- 


i pre- 


spite my long-kept faith, that 1 was 
pared for what it said. 

Earl’s latest composition, “Let Me Off 
Uptown,” had just been recorded by Gene 
Krupa and things were going well for him. 
He wrote, “I feel now that I can support 
a wife. Won’t you come to New York for a 
visit so you can see whether or not you still 
feel the same?” I never answered that let- 
ter but I did make plans to visit friends 
in New York and see the Joe Louis fight. 
With the moment finally at hand, I wasn’t 
sure how I felt. Ten years had passed 
since that first meeting with Earl on the 
Chapel steps at Xavier. A collection of 
letters and memories knit together with the 
threads of a dream were the only basis I 
had to decide on marriage. 

I prepared for that trip to New York 
with mixed emotions and not a little fear. 
I was sharing an apartment with a girl 
friend and I assured her that I would be 
back. 

We arrived at Grand Central 
checked our bags and without even a stop 


Station. 


to register at a hotel went directly to 
Small’s Paradise in Harlem. The girl who 
was my New York hostess sat with me at 
a small table in the back of the club. As 
I sat watching Earl on the bandstand, all 
of the memories I had accumulated over ten 
years seemed to crowd themselves into my 
consciousness. I was almost afraid of 
speaking to him. My friend took things 
out of my hands by sending a note to him. 

I watched as he opened it during a lull 
in the music. Without a word he turned 
and walked off the bandstand toward us. 
Neither 
of us said anything for a long moment then 
he said: “You're not going back.” It’s fun- 


Then he was standing before me. 


ny how at the most important moments of 
our lives, words elude us. I had waited so 
long for Earl to ask me to marry him and 
now in a simple phrase the dream had come 
true. 

Forever though I must be reminded that 
in this most romantic moment, with his un- 
orthodox proposal ringing in my ears, | 
said: “Oh, but I have to go back. I have 
a round-trip ticket.” 

We laugh about it now, and we have 
that ticket framed in our home because I 
never used it. A week later we were mar- 
ried in Baltimore, Maryland. 


Bad 
Blood 


(Continued from Page 31) 


that certainly wasn’t taking me to dances 
or to the show like they did the other girls. 
But I'd show them all! I promised myself. 
Someday I'd have so many men crazy about 
me they’d be standing in line just for a 
smile from me. 

Eventually I quit school. I just couldn’t 
see myself going to school every day in the 
plain, drab clothes Pop made me wear. 
while all my classmates dressed in the 
height of fashion. I decided that the only 
thing to do was to get a job and buy my- 
self the kind of clothes I wanted. Pop ob- 
jected, of course, but he finally gave in. I 
got a job as 26 girl in a tavern. I had to 
lie about my age. 

A 26 girl runs a dice game in which 
tickets for free drinks are the prizes. Cus- 
tomers pay a quarter to roll six dice, and 
of course, the more customers the larger 
the cut the 26 girl gets out of the take. A 
nice-looking girl who can encourage men 
to play usually does all right. Of course, 
she gets all sorts of propositions—some of 
quickly 
without 


tempting—but I 
turn them 


them awfully 
learned how to aside 
squelching the interest the men showed in 
me personally. 

I relished my freedom from Pop too much 
to want to submit to male domination again 
I hadn't been working very long 
before I met Flash Simpkins. He was about 


so soon, 


30, and handsome in a dark, fascinating 
way. He was a regular customer of the 
Bluebird Inn, where I worked. and watched 
me closely before making any move. I knew 
nothing about him except that he was al- 
ways well dressed and had plenty of money 
to spend. 

Flash began to hang around my 26 table. 
I found him interesting enough to let him 
take me home from time to time. One night 
he drove me home, but parked a little way 
down the street. I'd already let him kiss 
me on other nights. I realized this was 
playing with dynamite, because he made 
me feel different from anybody else. That 
night he held me close and wouldn’t let me 
get away from his eager kisses. 

My racing pulse was due only partly to 
the danger I sensed in the situation—part 
of it was the wild emotions that Flash’s 
torrid awakened in me. I felt 
myself slipping and knew I had to act 
quickly. I made a break and slipped out 
of the car. 

Flash followed me to the door. 
come in—just for a minute, Shirley! 


embrace 


“Let me 
You 
can’t go now,” he begged. 

I drew away from him, somewhat re- 
covered from my weakness. “Not tonight,” 
I smiled coolly. “I'll tell you when.” 
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Rush my new SMOOTH-AWAY three-in-one at | 
once. If | am not thrillingly satisfied | will return | 
it after 10 day FREE trial for prompt refund of 
full purchase price. | 
Waist Size (inches). Colors: White or Pink. | 
0 Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery 

plus few cents postage. | 
DC I enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. will | 
Pay postage. 
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HALO, $6.50 
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curls 22” wide 
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Mixed Grays $1.50 Extra 

Be sure to specify Jet Black, Brown 

or Off Black —or send sample for 
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/. «if you'll promise to show it 
' to your friends and neighbors 
Just send your name, address, and hose size on post- 
eard, I'll send you FREE actual stocking demon- 
strating amazing new Pre-Made-to-Measure Nylons, 
3 PAIRS GUARANTEED 3 MONTHS. See for 
yourself! Then show to friends, neighbors who will 
e delighted to give you their orders. 


Make Money This Easy Way 
No experience needed. You make money in spare 
time and you get your personal hose without paying a penny! 
Hur Get your FREE sample stocking today. 
AN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. M-162, Indianapolis 7, Ind. 


AMER 


CHILDREN SLEEP AWAY 
CONSTIPATION WORRY! 


When constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, or sulk be- 
se they feel miserable, can’t eat or sleep 
ght. That’s why wise mothers give Syrup of 
Black-Draught whenever youngsters suffer di- 
ive upset from constipation. Its wonderful 
itive action can help sweeten such sour 
mach, too! Then how dispositions improve! 


Laxative-Stomach Sweetener Works Overnight! 
ip of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet, so 
hildren take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
getable herbs—acts thoroughly, but gently. 
at bedtime, brings comforting relief in 
orning—thus helps sweeten sour stomach 
Y oungsters virtually sleep away these con- 
stipation worries! Next day feel good, laugh 
nd piay! No wonder 17,000,000 bottles sold. 
Get Syrup of Black-Draught from druggists. 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 


ADULTS | For constipation try regular 
Black - Draught, laxative- stomach 
sweetener, famous since 1840. Familiar Powder, 
Granulated or convenient new Tablet form. 
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“You're a real hep chick, hunh?” he 
sneered. “A real teaser. You know what 
you do to a guy.” 

I raised my eyebrows in mock surprise. 
“Oh, really? Tell me, Flash, what do I do 
to you?” 

“You know very well, baby!” he 
snapped. “You think it’s smart to lead a 
man on and then play innocent, don’t you? 
Some day you're going too far for your 
own good.” 

“T think I can take care of myself,” I 
told him. “Good night, Flash. Thanks 
for the lift.” 

I went into the house. but he didn’t try 
to stop me. He stopped coming around to 
the bar and I was rather glad because I 
wasn’t sure how much longer I could have 
kept Flash at his distance. 


HEN I MET Bob and my whole atti- 

tude changed. I no longer had the urge 
to lead men on to the point of distrae- 
tion, then let them down with a thud. All 
the sweet talk and compliments the cus- 
tomers showered on me no longer made the 
slightest impression. It wasn’t that Bob 
was much different from any other fellow, 
but the first time I saw him I knew he was 
something special. 

I learned he worked on a newspaper 
nearby. Every payday he'd come in with a 
bunch of the fellows to cash their checks 
and have a few drinks. Bob did a lot of 
laughing and jiving around with me like 
his pals did, but I sensed a note of sincerity 
in what he said. Soon, he was coming back 
at night to escort me home. but he always 
treated me with respect. He didn’t make 
any passes, although of all the men I knew, 
he was the one who could. I would have 
found him hard to resist. 

One night when Bob opened the door 
for me and handed back my key. I turned 
and looked at him. I could feel the warmth 
of his breath. We were so close. Sudden- 
ly I wanted him to kiss me. 

“Bob—” 

He reached for me and I felt his hands 
on my arms. My lips were as eager for 
his kisses as he was to give them. “I’m 
nuts about you. Shirley!” I heard him say 
fiercely. “I love you. darling.” 

“T love you too.” I whispered. It was the 
first time I’d ever said that to any man. I’d 
been kissed before, but never like that. I 
felt the whole world reeling crazily as his 
caresses sent delicious thrills 
through my quivering body. 

Bob wanted to get married right away. 
but much as I wanted to. I realized we had 
I would continue to 


coursing 


to wait for a while. 
work and when his raise came through 
in a few months we would get married. No 
longer would I have to walk away from 
him with my arms aching to cling to him 
and my heart yearning for his love in all 
the completeness and releasing of tension 
that could come only when I was his wife. 

If only Bob hadn’t had to leave town! 
But his mother became ill and he got a 
month’s leave of absence to go to St. Louis. 


His sudden departure was like a blow and 
for a long time every time someone en- 
tered the bar I’'d look up from my score 
pad in the expectation of seeing him look 
over and wave to me. I grew so lonely | 
began to take a drink with the fellows now 
and then instead of turning them down. 
But that didn’t help much. 

Then Flash returned unexpectedly. In 
my depressed state of mind his appearance 
seemed to be the answer to my gnawing 
loneliness. Flash seemed to have changed 
for the better. He took great pains to put 
his relation with me strictly on a friendly 
basis. It was like being pardoned from 
jail to have someone to talk to again. Rid- 
ing around in Flash’s car, going to the 
show with him, just going places and see- 
ing things occupied my time, and though I 
still missed Bob, at least I wasn’t brood- 
ing. 

Then came the night I betrayed myself 
and Bob’s love. Flash had persuaded me 
to join a midnight swimming party. It was 
after midnight when we got to the beach 
and found things really leaping. I found 
out that a group of musicians and chorus 
girls regularly gathered on the beach after 
getting off from work. The crowd was gay 
and friendly. and when I was handed a 
third or fourth drink in a paper cup, I had 
built up a mood which made it impossible 
for me to refuse. 

I'd brought along a bathing suit and 
changed into it behind a rock with the other 
girls. There was a fire going and a sax 
player named Harry was trying to roast 
wieners and make love to a lithesome 
dancer at the same time. 

I laughed and said to Flash, “Look at 
him. he’s trying to have his cake and eat 
it too!” 

We were sitting on the sand. I was lean- 
ing back against him, feeling very light 
and happy. He let his arms slip around 
my waist. “So are you, baby.” he whis- 
pered into my ear. “You want to have fun 
like this, but when it comes time to pay for 
it, you turn and run.” 

My bare skin tingled from the warm 
breeze that blew in off the lake and from 
the hard contact of Flash’s arms. With a 
shock I knew why the scene had seemed 
familiar to me—as if I'd lived it before. My 
mother in the photograph! It had been 
on a beach—maybe this very one—she’d 
had a man’s arms around her, arms that 
didn’t belong there. Now I was repeating 
her indiscretion. 

Flash’s words in my ear and the drinks 
I'd had worked to produce an I-don’t-care 
attitude. I was bad, wasn’t I? Sure, I was 
just like my mother. What difference did 
it make what I did, after having it pounded 
into me for as long as I could remember 
that some day sooner or later I'd let my- 
self be led astray. And where was Bob? 
I thought bitterly. He should be here with 
me instead of Flash. But since he wasn’t— 

I felt Flash’s lips curve across my back 
and was startled by the powerful sensation. 
Then he twisted me back and down on the 
sand and bruised my mouth with hot, de- 
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manding kisses. Passion roared up within 
me like an erupting volcano. Without 
knowing it I was returning kiss for kiss, 
moaning with ecstacy. 

My last minute protests were about as 
effective as a broken reed against a raging 
storm. “Flash—please I panted. I 
knew I ought to struggle. fight against the 
floodtide, but it swept me along into an 
ever-widening sea of passion. I quit strug- 
gling and just floated. 

I cried later. Too numb with fear to 
think straight, I let Flash take me home. 
I got in the house without awaking Pop and 
huddled on my bed until sheer nervous ex- 
haustion took its toll and I dropped off 
into troubled sleep. 

How I got through that next night at 
work, I'll never know. I kept thinking 
wretchedly that I never wanted to see Flash 
I hated him with a sickening kind 
Yet I knew that I must share 
I couldn’t imagine how I could 
I must have 


again. 
of disgust. 
the blame. 
have even let him touch me. 
been crazy—or just plain no good. 

I promised myself I would tell Bob what 
had happened. I wouldn’t ask him to try 
to forgive me, that would be asking too 
much of any man. Besides. 
explain such an awful thing? But when he 
finally did return and I gazed deep into his 
I knew I could 


how could I 


trusting, love-filled eyes. 

never confess my horrible mistake. I just 
didn’t have the courage. And I loved him 
so! Now. more than ever before. I saw 


the difference between the sheer physical 
desire Flash had exhibited and the tender. 
patient love I could see on Bob’s face every 
time I looked at his sweet face. 

I played the coward’s role. I said 
nothing. When Bob came by the house 
that morning. I rushed into his arms and 
buried my face against his broad chest. 

“Miss me, baby?” he asked. 

“Did I! I’m never going to let you go 
away from me!” I cried. 

“Don’t worry.” he comforted. “I’m never 
going to leave you, darling! Being away 
from you all these weeks made me see the 


light. We're going to be married right 
away!” 
My heart leaped with a sudden joy. But 


the feeling was quickly killed as if it had 
been plunged into ice water. Would it be 
fair to him? I needed time to think, time 
to figure a way out. Despite Bob’s urgent 
kisses and arguments. I managed to put him 
off until the end of the week. I told him 
I'd have to ask Pop. whom he had never 
met, although actually it didn’t make the 
slightest difference to me whether my father 
approved of my marriage or not. 


UT weeks later the enormity of my sin 

hit me with the force of a sledge ham- 
mer. I was sitting on my stool behind the 
26 counter, when all of a sudden I grew 
dizzy and began to perspire. I climbed 
down unsteadily and the 
lounge, thinking all the mental strain of 
the past few days had upset my stomach. 
“What’s the matter, honey?” asked a girl 
who was standing before the mirror pow- 


staggered to 


dering her face. She peered at me close- 
ly. “Say. girl, you ain’t caught?” 

Caught? 

The word was like a slap in the face. I 
gasped for breath and sank on the sofa, 
while the girl hurried to get me a glass of 
water. If it was true—if I were going to 
have a baby—then that meant the end of all 
my dreams of happiness with Bob. 

In a daze. I turned to the stranger for 
sympathy. Without mentioning 
poured out the whole story to her. 

“Girl, you have got troubles!” she burst 
out when I had finished. “But it seems to 
me that if this other guy wants to marry 
you- 

“Teer 


“Then go ahead and grab him while you 


names, I 


can! You’re a woman. you can figure out 
something. But give yourself a little time. 


Marry the guy and then work something 
out. Otherwise.” she warned, “you'll end 
up with nothing!” She patted me on the 
shoulder and shook her head sadly. “Well, 
girl. I got to get back to that guy of mine. 
I left my best girl friend out there with 
him. and knowing her—and him— Id bet- 
ter hurry back and protect my interests!” 

The next day. a doctor confirmed my 
worst fears. I walked out of his office, not 
even seeing where I was going. I thought 
different plans—and rejected 
I knew there was no point in 
Any help he’d give me 
would tie me to him for as long as he 
wanted me. I wanted Bob. 

Maybe that girl was right. I couldn’t 
Bob off forever. Maybe I ought to 
marry Bob, then—. No! I could never 
carry my deceit that far. I would keep 
on working until I had enough money saved 
to go away. I’d have my baby where no- 
body knew me and then I'd devote the rest 
of my life to taking care of the life I had so 
thoughtlessly brought into the world. 


of a dozen 
them all. 
going to Flash. 


put 


But when I got home. there was Bob— 
deep in conversation with Pop. Or rather, 
Pop was doing all the talking and Bob was 


listening. He stood up when I came in. 
“Hello, darling.” he said. “I thought I’d 


drop by and meet your father and ask him 
for your hand.” He smiled. “You know, 
make everything correct and proper.” He 
pointed to a half-empty whiskey bottle on 
the table. “I brought along a little present 
for my future pop-in-law.” 

“So I see,” I said coldly. 
like a lump of lead. for I could see by 
Pop’s eyes that he had reached the stage 


My heart was 


he started his raving—if he hadn’t 
already reached it. He had. 


“Been tellin’ Bob, 


where 


here, some facts of 


life.” Pop slurred. “Us fellows got to stick 
together. Can’t let him get tricked like I 
was.” 


Bob lifted my chin and gazed into my 
“He told me about your 
he said simply. He shook his 
“Don’t believe a 


tear-filled eyes. 
mother,” 
head and softly 
word of it!” 
Seeing the look of disbelief on my face, 
“And even if every word is true, 


added, 


he said, 





BANISH GRAY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 
EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
hair in 10 to 30 












you wou 
know it ever was 
gray. It is liquid. 

ne application 
with a toothbru 
or swab og it. 
ae No mi 


YONE “GAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. 
it soft one lustrous — no dead color — no — 
st a uniform color if properly REDE " 
L NOT TURN THE HAIR R DDISH 
It om <> rub 0 t 
Shampoowne, sea bathing, 
curling or straightening iron—nothin ff. 
fou can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 
how caused. 
Wonderful for Touching U 
You can put it on just where need nm be used 
over other dyes or where or hennas have been 
used. Does not break the hair. DOES NOT INTER- 
FERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. ry or agen 
in each box in English and Spanish. c AUT “Us 
as directed on label.’ Colors: _ Black, Dark ‘Brown, 
Medium Brown, Light Brown, Drab. Blond, Auburn 
(in ordering please state 83 desired 
Federal tax). 
druggist or from us. Give full ‘Jocal address. 
back if not entirely satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-11, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 






Money 














Illustrated ¢ 


FREE ' CARTOON 


BOOKLETS 


Send today for four FREE SAMPLES of my 
small Vest Pocket size booklets of comic char- 
acters. Each a complete sequence with good 
clear illustrations. If you've seen my booklets 
send $1 for 12 new titles. When ordering sam- 
ples send 25c to cover postage and handling. 

DON'T DELAY—ORDER TODAY! 
CRESTON, 545-9, Johnson Ave. NE, Atlanta, Ga. 








666 


LIQUID OR TABLETS 
IS YOUR ANSWER TO 


COLDS MISERIES 


Here’s why! 
It’s different. 


elolem tm ateitae 
tested. 


I'ry 666 yourself. 


» 








AT LAST! YOUR CHANCE FOR SUCCESS 


\ 
” BE A PRACTICAL NURSE 


No High School Necessary; No Age Limit 


Send for sample lesson and nurse’s booklet, 
It’s FREE - 00 obligation. Just mail coupon, 
See for yourself how easy it is to get BIG PAY... 
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Send coupon NOW! 
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a natural looking straight 
hair. Use Silky Strate the amazing new 
Cream Home Permanent Hair Straightener. 

ONE TREATMENT LASTS 3 TO 6 
MONTHS. 

Curl-it, Wave it or leave it Straight. You 
can do either with SILKY STRATE... 

SILKY STRATE Cream HairStraightener 
is sold under this guarantee... 
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BUY IT FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY. 
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ag to your hair. 
SILKY STRATE there is NO 
BURN! NO REDNESS! HAIR STAYS 


SILK Y STRAIGHT EVEN WHEN WET... 


If your druggist can’t supply you, write 
Dept. TS-11 


NEWBRO MFG. CO., ATLANTA, GA. 











I’m marrying you, not a woman who lived 
15 years ago!” 

I opened my mouth to speak the words 
I knew I ought to say, tell Bob the truth 
about me—that I was just as bad, or worse. 
than my mother. But Bob’s lips closed 
over mine and I knew that whatever else 
happened, I had to cling to this last hope 
of happiness that was left to me in the 
world. 

So ignoring Pop’s vulgar warnings, I has- 
tily packed a bag and left with Bob. He 
had his car downstairs. We drove off to a 
small town nearby where we might find a 
justice of the peace. Soon I was standing 
beside Bob, repeating the solemn vows that 
had been tarnished before I even took them. 
In my heart, I begged forgiveness for what 
I was doing. 

Afterwards, Bob wanted to rush back to 
the city so we could spend our first night 
together in a decent hotel. I guess both of 
us were too happy, singing along with the 
radio and stealing adoring glances at each 
other. Anyway, I saw the blazing head- 
lights rushing towards us first, and I 
screamed. I heard the screech of brakes 
and was conscious of Bob tugging at the 
wheel, but all the time my eyes were trans- 
fixed by the terrifying sight of the ap- 
proaching truck. After we hit, I felt myself 
sailing through nothingness and that’s all I 
remember. 

I felt as if I’d been snapped in two when 
my eyes fluttered open. But an inspection 
of myself as I lay on the bed revealed that 
at least I was still in one piece. Then my 
thoughts flew to my husband. “Bob!” I 
cried, but my voice came out a hoarse rat- 
tle. I heard the nurse standing beside my 
bed muttering something about “lucky 
devils!” She hurried off and came right 
back with a doctor. “I don’t believe in 
miracles, young lady,” he said smiling 
down at me, “but I’d say that it’s only be- 
cause of a miracle that you're alive right 
now.” 

“Bob?” I managed to ask. 

“Your husband? Barely scratched,” he 
told me. “That’s what I mean by miracle. 
But you—well, I’m afraid I’ve bad news for 
you, Mrs. Walker. You lost the baby.” 


THE BABY! It took a moment for the 

full meaning of his words to sink in. 
The baby—that meant that Bob knew 
everything. He had learned the secret I'd 
tried to conceal from him and learned it 
the worst possible way. I clenched my fists 
until the pain from the fingernails brought 
tears to my eyes. I turned my face into 
my pillow and sobbed soundlessly. I had 
lost both my baby and my husband. 

“Your father was right after all!” Bob 
grated when he finally came to see me and 
we were alone. “All the time I thought it 
was his liquor talking. He told me you 
were no good. I should have listened to 
him!” 

“No, no, Bob!” I whimpered. 
like you think!” 

“Then how was it?” he demanded sav- 
agely. 


“It’s not 


I was silent, trying to think of a way to 
explain it to him. “You were gone so 
long,” I faltered. “I was lonely—I’d had a 
few drinks and then—then it just hap- 
pened.” 

“Do you love him?” Bob’s voice was flat, 
toneless. 

“T don’t—and I didn’t then,” I said. “T 
don’t know how to explain—I’m all mixed 
up. But—if you want an annullment, I— 
I won’t stand in your way. I love you— 
only you, darling. Please believe that!” 

His eyes seemed to bore right through 
me. For a long time he said nothing. Then, 
his voice drained of all emotion, he said, 
“Yesterday, I said ‘for better or for worse.’ 
And I can’t think of anything worse than 
—” His voice broke, but a moment later 
he continued, “Anyway, we’re married and 
I guess I’m hooked—just like your old man 
was.” 

That wasn’t the most promising way to 
start off a marriage, but I was so eager for 
a chance to prove to Bob that I did love 
him. I overlooked the pitfalls that lay 
ahead. I closed my eyes to all danger, 
failed to fathom the depth of Bob’s bitter- 
ness, 

We moved to New York, luckily found an 
apartment and started our life as husband 
and wife. Bob had persuaded his paper to 
transfer him to its eastern office instead of 
taking the raise he’d been promised. I 
knew how much he’d been counting on that 
extra money, but he absolutely refused to 
live in the same place where I’d gotten into 
trouble. I convinced myself that somehow 
I'd make it all up to him. 

I had figured wrong. The twin beds he 
bought convinced me of that. We each had 
one—and it would stay that way. He made 
that clear the first night we were alone. 

Often when Bob was out on assignments 
at night or out of town for a few days. I 
almost felt better. Our relationship was 
that strained. I was so unhappy I didn’t 
know which way to turn. I thought that 
if I tried to make our home comfortable and 
attractive, I could gradually win back his 
love and respect. 

But it was hopeless from the beginning. 
Many a night I lay on my bed, listening to 
Bob’s hushed breathing, feeling his pres- 
ence so close that my arms ached to hold 
him. And yet, because of my foolish mis- 
take, he had made it clear that we were 
husband and wife in name only. I had de- 
prived myself of the right to the tiniest bit 
of affection. 

I knew I deserved this punishment, but 
still the human heart cannot live without 
some spark of kindness. All the time I 
yearned for Bob’s tender caress, the resent- 
ment within me festered like an open 
wound. Not only did he ignore me, but 
criticized my every effort to make things 
pleasant for him. One night he came home 
unexpectedly early and I hadn’t finished 
dinner, 

“Maybe I ought to phone home my order 
like in a restaurant,” he said sarcastically 
when I told him it would be another 15 
minutes before we could eat. I just couldn't 
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take it any more. I[ ran to Bob and threw 
my arms around him, feeling his body 
stiffen away from me. “Oh, darling!” I 
cried. “If only you’d let yourself forget 
the past. If you’d only let me love you 
the way I want to Bi 

“Let’s drop it.” he muttered. “There’s 
no point in dragging in a dead issue.” 

“‘Please—don’t torture me like this.” I 
sobbed brokenly. “Begging you like this 
makes me so cheap, but—you used to kiss 
me, hold me and now . . .” 

The scorn in his eyes as he moved away 
from me spoke louder than angry words. 
I might as well have been pleading with the 
wall. 

I began to go out alone, at first only when 
Bob was away. I saw people laughing and 
being happy. I saw that there was some- 
thing more to life than being doomed to 
atone forever for one mistake, no matter 
how shameful. I found, to my pleasant 
surprise, that men still considered me at- 
tractive, and I began to take more pains 
with my appearance. 

If Bob noticed this change in me, he 
made no comment. And soon, my going 
out was not only to find some outlet for my 
time and interests, but to strike back at my 
husband. I started going out even when 
Bob was home. I recall how startled he 
was the first time I started out the door, 
all dressed up for an evening out. 

“Going somewhere? I mean—you look 
like you’re going to the Waldorf,” he stam- 
mered. 

My vengeful heart exulted at his dis- 
comfort. Let him squirm a while and see 
how he likes it, I told myself triumphantly. 
“Yes,” I replied coolly, “I’m going out. 
But not to the Waldorf necessarily—just 
somewhere, anywhere, I can find a little 
cheerfulness!” I turned and stalked out 
the door, almost wishing he’d order me 
back in. 

I can’t say that I acted quite like a young 
matron should, but I’d gotten to the point 
where I didn’t much care what people 
thought about me. The men I met show- 
ered me with attention. Maybe I led them 
on a little too far. But I had no intention 
of making the same mistake twice. They 
soon discovered that. But with new ac- 
quaintances right around the corner or 
down the street, it didn’t matter if some 
lost interest after learning I was really not 
as wild as I pretended to be. 

How long Bob had been watching my 
antics from the sidelines, I don’t know. 
But one night when I came home, expect- 
ing to find him asleep in his bed, he met 
me at the door. 

“Where’ve you been?” he demanded. 

“Out—just out,” I answered flippantly, 
still feeling a pleasant glow from the good 
time I’d had. 

“With who?’ 

“People—just people.” 

He took a step toward me, then stopped 
and gritted his teeth. “I haven’t seen you 
in almost a week,” he complained. “Look 
at this apartment—it’s a wreck.” 


“Really? I didn’t know anyone cared,” 
I shot back. 

“Where were you this time?” Bob asked 
threateningly, “The Palm, or Joe’s?” 

The smile vanished from my face and I 
turned on him accusingly. “You’ve been 
spying on me!” 

“A man’s got a right to know where his 
wife hangs out and the cats she plays 
around with—especially if everybody else 
in town knows it!” he grated. 

“Why should that bother you?” I de- 
manded. “Did you ever stop to think why 
I go out by myself—why“I try to have a 
little fun?” My anger boiled up in me 
and I was practically shouting. 

“Because of your injured air, the hurt 
little boy act you’re always pulling!” I 
continued. “Because you haven’t got enough 
understanding to forgive an honest, human 
mistake. Because you haven't said one de- 
cent word to me in all the time we’ve been 
married, and because—” 

He strode over to me and grabbed my 
wrists in a vise-like grip. “I can’t stand it, 
you hear!” he said between clenched teeth. 
“Tt does something to me seeing you throw 
yourself at any man who smiles at you. 
Not seeing you—not knowing where you 
are—” 

The pain in my wrists was nothing, his 
angry words I didn’t even hear. 

“There’s a lot you don’t know!” I shot 
back. 


SHOULD have stopped there; should 

have confessed my love for him and told 
why I was seeking revenge the way I was— 
to give back some of the hurt Bob’s cold- 
ness had caused. Two wrongs don’t make a 
right, and because he had failed to come 
to my aid with understanding and affection 
when I needed it most was no excuse for 
twisting the knife I’d already plunged into 
him. 

But in the heat of anger, I wanted to 
inflict even more pain. I taunted Bob with 
detailed accounts of my escapades, not car- 
ing that the impression they gave was quite 
different—and much more damaging than 
anything that had actually happened. 

When I finished, he looked like a man 
who had just been whiplashed. His shoul- 
ders sagged helplessly and even in my mo- 
ment of triumph I couldn’t bear to see the 
pain that clouded his eyes. Without a 
word, he went to the door and walked out. 
Now! Now, I said to myself, I guess you 
know how I’ve felt all these months! Still, 
there was a bitter taste in my mouth. I 
didn’t feel triumphant. 

All the next day I didn’t hear from Bob. 
I figured he’d rented a hotel room and 
would salve his male ego with a few drinks 
and stay away just to prove he could do it. 
But the third night he didn’t come home, 
I began to worry. I didn’t have the urge 
to go out, but wandered aimlessly through 
the apartment waiting for the telephone to 
ring. I could hardly wait until morning 
when I could phone his office to get some 
word about him. It was about 10 before I 
could get anyone there. 
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“Yes, please?” I heard a cool, imper- 
sonal voice ask. 

“T’d like to speak with Mr. Thomson,” 
I told her. 

“Sorry, he’s not in. 
leave a message?” 

I hesitated. It was obvious that Bob 
didn’t care about getting in touch with me, 
but his long absence had me worried. I 
decided to tell the girl who I was. 

“Oh, Mrs. Thomson!” There was a note 
of concern in her voice. “I was just about 
to call you to see if you had heard any- 
thing from him.” 

Alarmed thoughts flashed through my 
mind. He must really be on a binge to 
neglect his work like this. The girl’s next 
words changed my alarm to a chilling fear. 

“T’m a little worried. Mrs. Thomson. Mr. 
Thomson was supposed to call yesterday, 
but I’m afraid something has happened. He 
told me not to mention anything about this 
assignment he’s been working on, but I 
think you ought to know.” 

“Know what?” I demanded anxiously. 
“Is my husband in some kind of trouble?” 

Then, for the first time I learned that Bob 
was gathering material for a series on teen- 
age gangs in East Harlem. He had in- 
structed the office not to mention it to me 
because he didn’t want to cause needless 
concern. Thinking of his thoughtfulness 
and consideration in trying to spare me that 
worry, I reflected how cruel my own be- 
havior had been. 

For a long time after the phone call I sat 
puzzling over the crazy twists life so often 
takes. I had hurt Bob, then he had hurt 
me. Each of us had made the other suffer. 
All the time both of us had wanted to break 
through the barrier that separated us and 
find happiness in each other’s arms. 

I knew now that this was what I really 
wanted, but did Bob know? Maybe it was 
just wishful thinking to believe that he felt 
some of the same things I did. My train of 
thought was interrupted by the sudden jan- 
gling of the telephone. Maybe the girl at 
the office had some news, I prayed as I 
rushed to the phone. 

It was the girl, all right, but the news 
she had was enough to shock me into a 
state of speechless horror. Bob had been 
mugged, attacked by a gang of hoodlums, 
and was now in the hospital. 

I managed to dress and hurry to him. I 
maintained my composure as I made my 


Do you wish to 


way through the long, white corridors, 
heard the doctor tell me that Bob had suf. 
fered a concussion but x-rays would have 
to be taken to make sure his skull hadn't 
been fractured. When I saw my husband 
lying on the bed, so quiet and motionless 
I broke down. Suppose he had been seri- 
ously hurt! Suppose they had found him 
crumpled in that doorway too late! 

A pleading sob burst from my quivering 
lips. I rushed to the bed. At the sight of 
his thickly bandaged head and his lips 
moving wordlessly, I cried, “Bob—darling! 
I’m sorry, sorry! Please forgive me.” 

His eyes seemed to be sealed shut, but 
his head moved slightly as if he were strain- 
ing to talk. I bent my head lower. 

“Got to tell Iantha—” he was mumbling, 
“Got to let her know—” 

“What? What is it, darling?” I begged. 
The tears from my eyes splattered on his 
cheeks and forehead. Tenderly I brushed 
them off his fevered face. 

His mouth worked and his brow furrowed 
from the effort. “Iantha—got to tell her— 
I love her. Can’t help it. Wanted to hate 
her—what she did to me—it hurt.” 

Hearing his faltering words I knew for 
the first time how deeply I had wounded 
Bob, shaken his love for me. ‘“Bob—baby. 
this is Iantha. Can you hear me?” His 
eyes were still shut and I couldn’t tell 
whether he heard my words. But I poured 
out the true story of my running around. 
swore I’d never been untrue to him, con- 
fessed my pain and bewilderment at his 
cold aloofness toward me since the begin- 
ning of our marriage. 

The arrival of the doctor and nurse with 
a wheeled stretcher halted my tearful re- 
cital. As they took him out the door, | 
bent and brushed his lips in a tender kiss. 
“T’ll be waiting, darling,” I whispered. 

I hung around the hospital until the 
doctor sent me home. Now, I’m waiting 
for the call that will tell me Bob is going 
to get well and will come home to me soon. 
That just has to be the message I'll get. 
And when I see him again, I may have to 
explain things all over again, although he 
may already know. For right after I kissed 
him that last time, I was sure I saw his lips 
curl into a weak, but loving smile. But 
then, it may just have been the tears in my 
eyes that caused that illusion, tears of grati- 
tude and thankfulness at the hope for an- 
other chance to make my marriage work. 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a white woman in Oklahoma, in 
love with a colored man. I have been mar- 
ried before and have a little girl three years 
old. 

Where we live people just don’t believe 
in mixed marriage. I am very much in 
love with this man and he with me. But 
we don’t know what to do. Please tell me 


THE END 
where we could go to be together. My 
whole life is in being with him. 

D. i. 


Dear D. L. 

Interracial couples, for some reason, 
seem to fare better in big Northern cities 
like New York, Chicago, Philadelphia and 
Detroit, although there are always pres- 
sures to face and problems to solve. There 
are also a few in Los Angeles and San 
Francisco, in Mexico and in Canada and 
innumerable ones in the Caribbean Islands 
and South America. 
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(Continued from Page 35) 


nearly choking with its fierce, hard pound- 
ing. 

I could hear Mark cursing, crashing 
around in the brush searching for me. Fi- 
nally he got into the car and roared off, al- 
most stripping the gears. 

I shivered a little as I picked my way 
back to the lane—not so much at the cool 
night air as at the narrow escape I’d had. 

I felt lonely and a little scared as I hur- 
ried along through the moonlight, rocks 
bruising my feet through my flimsy dancing 
slippers. But I was glad, viciously happy 
that ’'d given Mark Summers what he de- 
served. 

He wouldn’t carry out his threat. He’d be 
sober in the morning, and come around and 
apologize. He had before when he’d drunk 
too much and gone a little haywire. 


Y ALKING DOWN the highway alone at 

one o'clock in the morning I thought, 
what if a car-load of drunks came 
along—or a couple of highway cops. I 
shuddered to think of it. 

My alert ears caught up the faint purr 
of a motor. I looked back over my shoul- 
der and saw a pair of red eyes shining 
through the dark, growing closer. Panic- 
stricken, I started to dart off the road, out 
into the underbrush. 

Then I checked myself. I wouldn’t have 
time. Even now I was being silhouetted 
by those powerful lights. I kept my eyes 
straight ahead, walking briskly, praying 
that the car would go on by. Just as I 
thought my prayer was being answered, 
brakes screeched, tires skidded, and a door 
was flung open. 

“Want a ride?” 

Oh, Lord. I wished I could sink down 
into the earth—faint—die. Anything to get 
me out of sight of the sardonic, amused 
gray eyes of Professor Gilbert Lacy. 

What a sight I must have been. A girl 
in a rumpled green formal, stumbling along 
the highway in thin, dirt-caked slippers, at 
one o’clock in the morning. 

I climbed in beside him, too ashamed to 
look at him, too shaken to speak. 

I'd loved Gilbert Lacy ever since the first 
moment I’d seen him, his dark head bent 
over registration sheets, his slim, tanned 
hands scrawling in names. 

I'd switched my program around, work- 
ing in algebra 2, just so I could sit in his 
class an hour every other day, worship him 
with my eyes, have his fingers brush mine 
now and then over a piece of chalk or an 
exam paper. 

I'd stayed in afternoons working state- 
ment problems, puzzling over graphs, try- 





ing to convince him that I wasn’t all “Mad 
Rusty Miller,” that there was another side 
to me—a steady, serious side that would 
be worthy of a man’s real love. 

But what good had it done? 

All I got were gruff explanations—sharp 
reprimands—an occasional scornful smile 
when our hands touched, as if he were say- 
ing, “I know what you’re up to, Rusty 
Miller. But you’re wasting your time. 
Wide brown eyes and copper-colored hair 
won’t work on me. I just can’t be had— 
not by a girl like you!” 

What would he think of me now, after 
this? 

I looked at him sidewise as the car sped 
down the road. His dark, clear-chiselled 
profile made my heart yearn. If only I 
could explain to him what had happened 
with Mark—make him believe me— 

“Professor Lacy—” I moistened my lips, 
tried to keep the huskiness out of my voice. 
“T know what you’re thinking. [I—” 

“What difference does it make what | 
think?” he interrupted. “Or whether I think 


at all! Isn’t that the way a girl feels now- 
a-days? As long as she gets her share of 


the thrills, nothing else matters?” He 
laughed shortly, not even expecting me to 
answer, not wanting me to. 

I turned my head, stared out the window 
with stinging, unseeing eyes. He’d never 
believe the truth. There wasn’t any use 
telling him. Oh, there wasn’t any use in 
anything when the man you loved hated you 

Two tears slid down my cheeks and 
splashed on my hands in my lap. I brushed 
them away. Gilbert Lacy glanced at me 
quickly, then glued his eyes back on the 
road. i 

“*Tears, idle tears,’” he mocked. “‘I 
know not what they mean—’ ” 

I looked at him, my eyes still swimming. 
“Do you want me to tell you?” 

“Heaven forbid.” He shuddered. “If I 
ever feel the need of a good hot love story, 
I'll indulge in ‘Venus and Adonis.’ It’s 
good literature, at least. This where you 
live?” He swung to the curb in front of 
my house and leaned across me to open 
the door. 

“Professor Lacy—” Oh, I couldn’t have 
him believe such things of me—that I was 
really “bad!” I touched his arm plead- 
ingly. “I kissed him a few times—that’s 
all—and then—” 

“Of course.” His voice was harsh. “You 
kissed him a few times. You kiss ’em all a 
few times, don’t you?” 

I don’t know why I did what I did. Ex- 
cept that anybody’ll fight back if you goad 
them far enough, 

I threw my head back and laughed, a 
reckless, hard laugh. The tears in my 
heart weren’t in my words. 

“Sure.” I cried. “Why not? What’s 
life without love? They even wrote a song 
about it! ITIl show you how [ interest 
men,” I told him defiantly. 

I caught his face in both my hands, and 
pressed my warm, suddenly trembling lips 
against his mouth. 
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For a moment he sat rigid, his lips cold 
ind unresponsive. Then he caught his 
breath and leaned toward me, gathering me 
in his arms, crushing me, returning my kiss 
vith a wild, rapt intensity that turned my 
yd to quicksilver. 

Then he tore my arms away, pushed me 
ighly out of the car. I stumbled and al- 
t fell 
Better do your joy-riding closer to town 
next time,” he taunted, and shot down the 
as if he couldn’t get away from me 
quick enough. At home, I sank to my 
knees in mother’s pansy bed, shaking with 
harsh, dry sobs. What a fool I was to think 
that there might ever be anything between 
Gilbert Lacy and me except his scorn. 


TH! NEXT MORNING when I met 
Mark in the hall, I grinned at him, 
er to make friends again, eager to for- 

g It just wasn’t in me to hold a grudge 

long 

Hi, Mark.” 

He didn’t fall in step beside me and 

ipologize as he usually did when he’d 

drunk too much the night before. His eyes 
turned to cold dark pits and his lips curled. 
Hi, every man’s woman,” he sneered. 

His threat flashed back to me. Tide after 
of shame and hurt swept over me, mak- 

s me so weak I could hardly walk. 
He meant it. He was going to try to 
y reputation because I hadn’t let him 

vent to his drunken passion. 

[ squared my shoulders. Let him try to 
irt me, I decided. No one would believe 
him {ll the boys knew I put up stop 

nals when the necking got rough. 
But as the day wore on, I found with a 
ckening, sinking sensation. that all the 
kids believed Mark Summers. When I went 
to the rest room, a bunch of girls, 
me of whom I'd considered my friends, 
grew very quiet all at once, and exchanged 
significant glances. When I went over to the 
dresser to fix my face, they averted their 


| was stunned, dazed. But I gazed into 
the mirror calmly, dusted a powder puff 
ver my face, drew a brave, bright mouth 
pale hurt one. I gathered up my 
gs and left leisurely, as if I didn’t have 
1 care in the world. 
But I was all torn to pieces. 
In the vestibule. Buck Marsh, a boy with 
I'd been having clean, kid fun all 
caught my arm and stopped me. 
How’s about goin’ out to Coyote Inn 
ght. They tell me it’s the hottest spot in 
town now. Plenty of likker, colored swing 
band, private rooms—” 
Private rooms. 
| knew about Buck’s yen for wild women. 
| knew about those notches on the steering 
wheel of his roadster, too. How proud he 
of them. How he carved a new one 
ery now and then, after a wild party. 
But this was the first time he’d ever 
hinted that he wanted to add me to his 


collection. He’d seemed to respect me, tried 


to protect me. But now— 
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“No, thanks, Buck.” I pulled away from 
his forward hands. his changed eyes. “I’m 
not having any.” 

As soon as I got home, I dialed Mark’s 
number with a shaking finger. 

“Listen, Mark.” I hardly recognized my 
voice, it was so dry, so dead. “You can’t 
do this to me.” 

“You’ve done it to yourself, baby.” He 
laughed shortly and hung up. 

In the days that followed. I thought I 
would surely go crazy. It was agony to go 
to school, to have nice girls evade me, to 
have tough girls try to draw me into the 
fast gang they travelled with. 

Boys I’d known all my life refused to 
speak to me in the halls. But let one of 
them run across me in a deserted cloak- 
room, and he’d try to kiss me, or suggest 
a wild week-end in Juarez, across the Mexi- 
can border. 

“What’s the matter. Rusty?” Mother 
asked. She was obviously flustered. “Aren’t 
you going anywhere tonight? Don’t you 
feel well?” 

“Oh, leave me alone!” I'd answer, try- 
ing to keep the hysteria out of my voice. 
“No, I’m not going anywhere. No, I’m not 
sick. I’ve got to dig in and study if I pass 
the final exams. That’s all. Now please. 
please leave me alone!” 

But the worst experience of all was sit- 
ting in Gilbert’s Lacy’s class, being with- 
ered with the thinly veiled scorn of his 
voice, being scorched with the hate of his 
eyes. I couldn’t concentrate on my math. 
I was always making dumb mistakes at the 
board, leaving myself open to his stinging 
sarcasm. 

“What? You intend to major in math?” 
His brows would shoot up. “Why. you can’t 
even add three and four and get seven!” 

Or, “This may be the modern era, Miss 
Miller, but two times two is still four.” 
The whole class would laugh. 

The night before my math final, I was 
almost sick with dread. I couldn't tell 
heads or tails of half the stuff we’d had 
that semester. I knew if I failed, it’d mean 
four and a half more months in high school. 
Mother was set on my graduating. She’d 
make me go. I didn’t see how I could stand 
it. 

I got up from my desk, raised a shade, 
and stood before the window. dragging in 
deep breaths of air. thinking maybe it 
would clear my mind. 

Against my will. my eyes flew across the 
street. three houses down. to where Gilbert 
Lacy boarded. I could see him silhouetted 
against the drawn shade. lounging back in 
a big, comfortable chair, lazily smoking a 
pipe. 

“Studying up new ways to torture me,” I 
thought bitterly. and then caught myself 
up. Maybe if I slipped over there. he’d 
explain square root to me so I could under- 
stand it. 

There wouldn’t be any students to gape 
and confuse me. There wouldn’t be any 
class to appreciate his clever satire. 

Maybe he’d be human, and forget the 
feeling between us long enough to help 


me, if I asked him humbly, with no resent- 
ment in my voice. 

I caught up my algebra book and slipped 
out the side door, so mother wouldn’t see 
me and ask a lot of stupid questions. 

I knocked softly. 

When he opened the door, I felt like run- 
ning. But it was too late. He recognized 
me, and started. 

“Please, Professor Lacy,” I said shyly. 
“Won't you help me to understand square 
root? I’ve tried and tried, but it just won't 
sink through. If you could just—forget— 
how much you hate me and—” I choked 
up. and dropped my lashes over the tears 
in my eyes. 

“Thrill-mad student seen entering pro- 
fessor’s apartment at eleven P.M.” He 
spoke lightly. “Nice, juicy headlines.” But 
he stepped aside so I could go in. 

He drew two chairs up to a desk in the 
corner, and motioned for me to sit down. 

“Now just what is it, Miss Miller,” he 
thumbed through my math book, frowning, 
“that you don’t understand?” 

I couldn’t answer right off. I couldn't 
think quite clearly. I was sitting so close 
to him that our knees brushed, and his 
breath fanned my cheek when we bent our 
heads together over the book. 

“None of it.” I managed at last, in a 
stifled voice. “I don’t understand any of 
" 

“Odd.” he mocked. “After the hours 
and hours I’ve spent in class explaining it. 
But perhaps you had your mind on more 
important matters. Now let’s see. Take 
3894.” He figured rapidly. 

My eyes followed the wake of his slim 
fingers. All at once I blinked. A crazy 
sense of elation swept over me. 

Gilbert Lacy making a mistake! 

The devil must have been in me, for I 
couldn’t help doing what I did then. I didn’t 
even want to. 

I laid my finger under a number, and 
gazed up at him through my lashes, teas- 
ingly, defiantly, daringly. “Why, Profes- 
sor Lacy! Six times six aren’t thirty-eight, 
and never will be! Such a mistake. And 
you a professor!” 

A dark flush spread over his face. 

“Don’t look at me like that!” he said 
sharply. Then little flames awoke in his 
eyes, and he jerked me to my feet, took me 
in his arms. “You devil! You tempting 
little devil! I’m liable to add two and two 
and get anything in God’s green world with 
those brown eyes mocking me, with that 
silly perfume of yours in my nostrils!” 

“Why—” I stammered, my voice shaking, 
my whole body trembling. 

“Oh. don’t look so innocent!” he inter- 
rupted. “You don’t have to pretend to be 
surprised. You don’t have to say, ‘Oh, 
Professor, this is so sudden!’ 

“You've been baiting me ever since 
school started. driving me mad, brushing 
your fingers against mine over a piece of 
chalk, dropping by my office evenings to ask 
me fool questions. Calling me with your 
eyes, tempting me with those soft, quiver- 
ing lips. 
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my hooks in trembling arms and walked 
it of the room, my head high, many pairs 
of ¢ boring into my back. 


[ found an empty class room and sank 

acher’s desk, dropping my head on 

my flung arms, crying silently, desper- 
itely, wishing I could die. 

A little hand touched my 


Don’t cry.” 
k It was Patsy Elton, the registrar’s 
lov baby girl. 

Go away.” I sobbed. “Run along and 
pl iy 

Her big brown eyes regarded me solemn- 
ly All wight,” she agreed. 

[ don’t know how long I sat there, lost in 


ef. But all at once some mysterious 
power drew my eyes to the south win- 


[ jammed my knuckles against my mouth 
to keep from screaming. 

Patsy was toddling along the ledge out- 
ide—three stories from the ground. Any 


minute she might lose her balance, go 
plunging through the air. 
[ had a swift vision of her little body 


lying in a broken, crumpled heap on the 
ewalk below. 

[ mustn’t startle her, or make her aware 
of her danger. That was certain. 
myself into a kind of resolute calm, and 
moved toward the window, humming softly 
so she would know I was coming. 

She poked her chubby fingers through 
the holes in the coarse wire and clung, 
peering through at me. 

Hello, Patsy.” I spoke casually, though 
my heart was hurting my breast with its 


pounding 
Lo,” she lisped, wrinkling her cunning 
little nose at me. 

[ smiled my most winning smile. “I’ve 
changed my mind. Tell me how you got 
there and I'll come and play with you.” 

Dare.” She turned loose of the wire 


ind pointed. I almost fainted for fear she 
would lose her balance and topple over 
backward. I caught her short pleated skirt 


through the wire. 

You just sit down and hold tight to the 
I'll be there in a jiffy.” 
| wight.” She plumped down obe- 
liently, her fat legs extending over the 
and clasped the wire with both 


— 


[ ran out of the room and down the hall, 
ind burst into the teachers’ lounge. The 
few teachers in there looked at me with 
startled, disapproving eyes. 

Mrs. Elton put down her magazine. She 

idn’t missed Patsy yet. Or perhaps she 
thought Patsy was with her father. “Didn’t 

su see the sign, Miss Miller? ‘No students 
illowed.’ ” 

[ didn’t answer. I didn’t have time. I 
larted toward the open screenless, win- 
p her,” a voice gasped. 

me one caught my clothing. 
ripped as I wrenched away. 

[ didn’t even think of my own danger. 
{ll I could think of was a little baby girl 
lying on the sidewalk below, crushed and 
bleeding. 
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My dress 


I forced 


I walked swiftly along the wide ledge, 
not looking down, keeping my eyes on lit- 
tle Patsy Elton, the school’s darling, the 
football team’s mascot. I was sick to the 
soul for fear she would make a wrong 
move before I reached her, and fall. 

In just a few seconds—but seconds that 
seemed like hours—I caught her small, 
chubby hand in mine. 

“I know a prettier place to play,” I said 
hurriedly above the suffocating beat of my 
heart. “A nice, shady place.” 

I led her along the ledge, trying not to 
think what one false step or perhaps one 
small gust of wind might do to us. 

At last I reached the window. 

With a convulsive sob, I pushed Patsy 
in. Mrs. Elton’s horrified face swam in 
front of me. All at once I went weak as 
water, cold as ice. I reached for the sill, 
but it seemed to sway away from me. 

Some one screamed. 

I plunged through the air. 
left me. I blacked out. 

The fragrance of flowers was sweet in my 
I thought I must be in heaven. 
Then my eyes 
Roses, 


My breath 


nostrils. 

I raised my lashes a little. 
opened wide. There were flowers. 
geraniums, carnations, snapdragons, li- 
lacs— 

Mother touched my arm. Her pretty eyes 
were swollen. Her lips trembled as she 
smiled. 

I gave a little sob and caught her hand. 
Mother really looked like a mother now, 
not just like a woman I knew. 

“Some one’s waiting to see you, Rusty,” 
she said softly. “Some one who loves you 
very much.” 

She slipped out of the room. 

I turned my face toward the wall, letting 
the tears slide down my cheeks. I couldn’: 
think of any one who loved me very much. 
Any one but Mother. 

“Don’t, my darling.” Tender 
dabbed my eyes with a big handkerchief. 
“My brave, sweet darling.” 

He made me look at him. 
contempt on his face, no scorn in his eyes. 


hands 


There was no 


I laughed weakly, unsteadily. “I must 


be dreaming.” 

His cheeks were suddenly wet as he bent 
over me, pressing his lean, unshaven face 
against mine. 

“You're Public Heroine Number One in 
Middleton, Rusty. The whole town is try- 
ing to apologize to you. Your mother, the 
faculty, even Mark Summers.” 

He smoothed my hair with tender fin- 
gers. “‘Mark didn’t have to tell me it was 
all a lie, Rusty. I knew.” 

“How?” I asked wonderingly, still un- 
able to believe. 

“How?” He trailed his lips across my 
cheek, and kissed my mouth with gentle 
passion. “How, Rusty? Because when you 
love someone, you know those things about 
them. 

“Know why I’ve always been so hateful 
to you? I’ve loved you ever since the first 
time I saw you staring so hard at me with 
those big brown eyes. I thought you loved 
every man, any man. 

“Then last night I found out what a fool 
I'd been. But I couldn’t tell you then. I 
was too shocked. I was too busy hating 
myself for every cruel thing I'd ever said 
to you, every evil thought I’d ever had 
about you. And for the last unforgivable 
thing I'd done to you. 

“T almost went crazy today thinking I 
might never get a chance to ask your for- 
giveness, to tell you how much I love you. 
Can you love me, dear? Can you? Or—have 
I destroyed your love?” 

His eyes were so dark, so tortured. His 
sweet mouth was trembling so. Oh, God. 
How I loved him! 

“Gil I smiled crookedly. “I want to 
raise my arms, and put them around your 
neck, and hold you so tight you can’t ever 
go away. But they’ve got my arms 
weighted down—or something—” I started 
crying again. 

His lips closed over mine happily, hun- 
grily. My tears stopped. I dropped my 
lashes against my damp cheeks and gave 
myself up to the exquisite, somehow al- 
most holy, rapture of my man’s kiss! 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 17) 


one ,of the most exciting. pulsating small 
combinations in jazz. In fact. none of his 
contemporaries, including Louis Arm- 
strong, get that “dance sound” from the 
music that Hodges calls up. 

Two Hodges excursions on Mercury 
label are “It.” Try Below the Azores/ 
Who’s Excited and see what I mean. The 
Oriental beat is there as it was in the 1930s 
when Hodges whaled such tunes. Lawrence 
Brown, however, handles the Juan Tizol 


chores on his golden trombone. It is an 
original by pianist Leroy Lovett. Hodges 


wrote Who’s which has developed into a 
popular tune with lyrics added by Johnny 
Mercer. This one is strictly Hodges with 
the beat a bit subdued, but there never- 
theless. A RCA-Victor long-play deal fea- 


tures a reissue of eight sides cut by Johnny 
in 1940 and 1941 with able assistance from 
Cootie Williams, Ray Nance, Harry Car- 
ney, Lawrence Brown and Duke Ellington, 
himself, at the piano. This is jazz with 
no holds barred. You’ve doubtless heard 
"em all, but they’re worth the investment 
if only to have them at hand. The lineup: 
Things Ain’t What They Used to Be, That’s 
the Blues Old Man, Day Dream, Passion 
Flower, Going Out the Back Way, Junior 
Hop, Good Queen Bess and Squatty Roo. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Sonny 
Thompson, the personable Chicago-born, 
Chicago-style blues piano whiz kid, hits a 
home run with the bases full with his new- 
est coupling on King label. Titled Blues 
Mamba/Let’s Call It a Day, this disc is a 
“whaler” from way back. He tinkers 
around on the Latin theme in Mamba and 
comes up with an infectious beat. 
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For 
Love 

(Continued from Page 21) 
of us.” 


I tried to smile, without much success. 
“You don’t have to spare my feelings, Lee- 
tha. No need to beat around the bush. 
Just tell me I mean nothing to you!” I 
eased her off my lap and stood up. 

“That’s not true, Vic,” she murmured, 
standing close to me. 

“The other night didn’t mean anything 
to you, did it?” I demanded. “Just an- 
other interlude for you.” I was thorough- 
ly disgusted by her cold-blooded philoso- 
phy. My brain warned me to get out of 
there before it was too late. I’d been fool- 
ish to come up to her place, I told myself. 
If we’d been out someplace it would have 
been much simpler to say “so long” and 
just walk away. 

“You move me, Vic,” Leetha whispered. 
“Like no other man I’ve known, you can 
make me forget all my promises to myself. 
It’s good—and it’s bad. Understand?” 

I shook my head, afraid to speak. 
said, “But you can understand this, 
you?” 

She threw her arms around my neck and 
bent my head so that my lips were a breath 
away from hers. “Better go while there’s 
still time,” she crooned. From the way she 
said it, the tone of her voice, I knew that 
come hell or high water I wouldn’t. 

A month later, we went through the 
whole business again. I wanted to marry 
Leetha. She was still positive it wouldn’t 
work out. But I begged and pleaded, try- 
ing to wear down her resistance. I worked 
on two jobs, keeping the one at the soda 
fountain on the night shift, and working 
days as cashier in a check-cashing office 
around the corner. All that didn’t leave me 
much time to spend with Leetha, but she 
had lost her job, so she was free to drop 
by and see me at work and to go out with 
me once or twice a week. 

Every time I raised the question, Leetha 
insisted that no marriage license in the 
world could hold a woman who had made 
up her mind to leave a man. So our rela- 
tionship continued, completely satisfying 
and wonderful in one respect, and full of 
doubts and tinged with shame in another. 

I'll say one thing—Leetha knew me bet- 
ter than I knew myself. She’d warned me 
more than once that I’d get into trouble if 
I stuck with her. But even when I saw 
the danger signals, I was too weak to with- 
stand temptation. One night when I went 
home I had with me a gift for Leetha I 
was certain would change her mind about 
marrying me. 

She had broken dates with me on a 
couple of occasions, reminding me when I 
protested, that she belonged to no one man. 
Very well then, I’d have to come up with 
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suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 
Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolens in all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 


ie PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
500 S. Throop Strest, Chicago 7, lll. 
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i | PROGRESS TAILORING C CO., Dept. N-364 
i 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. | 
' Dear Sir: I WANT a Made-to-Measure SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying one cent for | 
| it. Rush details and Sample Kit of actual fab- | 
| rics. ABSOLUTELY FREE. j 
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SEND NO MONEY! 
Just Postman C.0.D. on delivery amount plus 20% Go 


ment Tax and postage. Write Name and 


Number. On orders, state fi 
paper. Money Back Guarantee. Send all tities sah 
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WE Thrilling 
LOVE LETTERS 


» longer need your letters be dry, awkward 
or ‘miguniee. W TO WRITE LOVE 
LETTERS is a complete book that shows you 
how everyday things can sound thrilling. It 
helps you to express your personality in every 
letter you write. This new book contains dozens 

of actual sample letters that show you just how 
to write love letters from beginning to end. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS 


How to “Break the Ice” 
How to Make Everyday Events 
Sound Interesting 
How to Make Your Sweetheart 
Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to “Make Up” 
How to Tell Him “Those Little Things” 
How to Assure Him (or Her) 
of Your Faithfulness 
How te Make Him (or Her) Miss You 
How to Propose by Letter 


PLAZA BOOK COMPANY,L-6711 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 
Send book ‘‘How to Write Love Letters,”’ in plain 
wrapper on your Money-Back Offer. If not delighted 
with results, | may return this purchase in 10 days 
and price will be refunded. 

Send C.0.D. | will pay postman 98c plus postage. 
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! FMD ccc rccccrcccttvcersseesees cess egcesoecoses ! 
I I 
! I 


PNUD «1s aaiokn seis suleieaeriire aeedieen obenees 


Our wholesale price 32-page catalog 
ine ites EVERYTHING USED IN 
MILLINERY Blocks, Findings, 
Feathe rs, Flowers, Wire and Buck- 
ram Frames, etc. Send 25c for catalog 
illustrating thousands of items AND 
YOU'RE IN BUSINESS. 25c refunded 
on an order of $2.00 or more. 


LOUIE Snes Supplies 
225 N. Wabash Ave. Dept. 0 Chicago 1, UL. 


Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!" Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
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s. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 
TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-VC, New York 13 
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something special, I told myself. Some- 
thing so spectacular that Leetha couldn’t 
help but be impressed enough to forget 
her objections—and any other man. 

It was a night when Leetha had promised 
to drop by my place and I'd arranged with 
my landlady to let her in. But all the way 
home I wondered whether she would be 
there or would stand me up again. I arrived 
dripping with cold sweat, my heart pound- 
ing furiously. I tried to imagine how she 
would react; and I tried to forget the terri- 
ble thing I had done to get Leetha’s gift. 

I entered the apartment and could see 
by the light streaming from my half open 
door down the hall that someone was in 
my room. I gripped the package in my 
arms tighter and pushed into the room. 
Leetha had apparently taken the landlady’s 
invitation to “make yourself at home” at 
face value, for she was stretched out on 
my bed dozing. Her smart gabardine suit 
was carefully folded on the back of a chair, 
and her shoes were two tiny bits of leather 
and straps peeking out from under the bed. 


CLOSED the door softly and stood there 

holding my breath and gazing down at 
her loveliness. Lying there with her charms 
so freely displayed, she was like a copper- 
colored goddess, lovingly carved by a mas- 
ter sculptor. Her relaxed face had none of 
the innocence that comes to most people 
when they sleep. Instead, she wore an ex- 
pression of worldly-wise expectancy, with 
an insolent smile playing about her lips as 
if she awaited a lover in her dreams. 

Tiptoeing over to the bed, I opened the 
brown paper bag I carried. It was 
crammed with crisp green bills—almost 
$500 worth. Acting without thinking, I 
took some of them out and laid them on the 
bed. Then the idea hit me. Working swift- 
ly, I took all the money and spread it out 
on the bed all around Leetha until it looked 
as if she were lying on a spread made of 
ones, fives and ten dollar bills. 

I'd barely finished when she stirred and 
her eyes opened slowly. The bills crackled 
stifly as she moved, then jerked erect as 
she became aware of what was happening. 

“Oh, Vic!” she exclaimed, running her 
hands through the bills, sending some of 
them through the air and onto the floor. 

I could tell she was really surprised— 
and more pleased than if I’d bought her a 
watch or ring or some other more ordinary 
present. This was something no one else 
would have thought of, that something 
extra special I was counting on to win her 
for me. The look in her eyes fairly melted 
me, and I knew that to have her look at me 
that way I’d steal— 

But I pushed the memory of how I'd got 
the money from my mind. Leetha was 
holding out her arms and puckering her 
lips to give me my reward. With a low 
moan I reached for her and nothing else 
mattered except that I knew she was mine 
—completely mine. 

Leetha never did ask me where the 
money came from. I certainly didn’t vol- 
unteer the information. The money had 


served its purpose. We were married the 
following week. Leetha was my wife and 
I was the happiest man in the world. I'd 
call her up five and six times a day just 
to say hello and tell her I loved her. Her 
bubbling laughter floating to me over the 
phone filled me with pleasure and at the 
same time tempted me to rush right home 
to her. 

But that was out of the question. I had 
to work even harder now than before. That 
$500 didn’t mean I had “bought” my wife. 
It was merely my way of showing that I 
could do as much for her as the men who 
hung around serenading her with all sorts 
of expensive gifts and flattering attention. 
The trouble was, I really couldn’t afford 
it. Giving her the $500 had been a grand- 
stand play, but it had also been a one-shot 
deal. I knew I could never bring myself 
to repeat the dishonest act that made me 
the Number One man in Leetha’s life—for 
the time being—and also a thief. 

More than once I asked myself if it was 
worth it. Ever since I’d been promoted 
from ordinary counter man to manager | 
had been scrupulously honest, accounting 
for the receipts down to the last penny. 
But there are a dozen ways to increase 
profits from a soda fountain, and I knew 
them all. Soon after I met Leetha, I be- 
gan to cut down on the portions of ice 
cream I served, getting more and more 
money from each gallon; I mixed sausage 
with ground beef to stretch the hamburg- 
ers; and the salad fillers for sandwiches 
were used until gone instead of being made 
fresh each day. It may not seem as though 
this would net much money, but when you 
consider the fantastic profit on each i 
cream product sold, it mounts up. If you’re 
dishonest enough three cents worth of ice 
cream, less than a penny’s worth of fla- 
vored syrup and a fraction of a cent worth 
of carbonated water make a soda that you 
can sell for 25 or 30 cents. On top of all 
this, I made it a rule that the counter men 
and women had to pool their tips. I got a 
cut of that. 

But even then, I wasn’t satisfied with the 
amount of money I took home to spend on 
Leetha. It was my second job, the one at 
the check cashing service, that provided me 
with the big dough. I didn’t bother with 
the petty business of short-changing people 
who couldn’t read, or those too drunk or 
careless to notice they weren’t getting all 
the money coming to them. They couldn’t 
afford to lose any part of their hard-earned 
money, no matter how small. No, when I 
stole, it was from the boss. He could af- 
ford it, and I knew enough about bookkeep- 
ing to juggle the accounts so the shortage 
wouldn’t easily be discovered. That’s how 
I got the $500. 

I was just an extra cashier, working on 
the weekends and around the first of the 
month when business was heavy. The regu- 
lar cashier, who actually ran the place for 
the boss, was a pleasant, mousy-looking 
young woman named Bessie. She was 
young, but seemed to have resigned herself 
to being an old maid. She was nice, and 
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I liked her. Often I would tease her about 
her shyness with men just to see her blush 
and get all flustered. 

Bessie would shove her glasses back up 
her nose and blink at me rapidly trying to 
see if I were serious or not. Then she’d 
smile and say, “Vic, you’re a mess! I don’t 
know why I sit here and listen to you.” 

Too bad Bessie couldn’t find a man, I 
often told myself. She was really a nice 
kid, and from the neck down, a real knock- 
out. I'd watch her sit on the 
at the window of the cage, with her skirt 
hiked up around her knees, and I was sur- 
prised to see that she had legs as shapely 
and well-rounded as Leetha’s. 
tainly built. But her face was too plain- 
looking, her eyes behind her glasses too 
innocent. She had none of the sultry beauty 


high stool 


She was eer- 


or exotic allure that Leetha had. In a way 
I felt SOrTy for her. 
So I'd do little favors for her, pay her 


compliments just to make her feel good. 
After a while I was sorry I'd started it, 
because she began hinting around for me to 
invite her out. I played dumb and finally 
she stopped. 

One morning when I reported for work 
I found Bessie bent over the adding ma- 


chine, a worried frown on her face. She 
barely returned my greeting, but I was 


too preoccupied with my own worries to 
give it a_second thought. I’d worked late 
at the soda fountain the night before taking 
inventory. When I finally got home Leetha 
was in one of her demanding moods. Get- 
ting up to go to a second job the next 
morning was plain torture. 
as I took my place in the glass-enclosed 
cage. 

After the first rush of customers slowed, 
I noticed that Bessie was still in the back 


I was groggy 


office. I flipped over the “Back in five 
minutes” sign and went back to kid her 


about making me do all the work. Even 
before I entered the little cubbyhole the 
boss used for an office I heard the quiet 
sobbing. Alarmed, I rushed in to see Bes- 
sie crying heartbrokenly. She held a strip 
clutched 


of adding machine tape, one 
hand. 
“Hey, now!” I scolded, putting my 


hands on her trembling shoulders. “What 
brought all this on? Things can’t be that 
bad.” 

“Oh, Vic!” she sobbed. “I don’t know 
what to do. I’ve checked and checked, but 
it still comes out the same.” 

I chuckled. “Honey, if you're trying to 
figure how to make your income and your 


expenses come out even, forget it! Even 
Uncle Sam can’t do that!” 
She drew a quick, horrified breath. 


“Please, Vic, don’t joke. It’s not a laugh- 
ing matter.” 

I pulled her to her feet and smiled down 
at her. 

“Then tell Uncle Vic all about it,” I 
soothed. “He'll fix whatever’s wrong for 
you.” 

“Tt’s the books—they don’t balance,” 
whimpered, dangling the crumpled tape 
before my eyes. 


she 


I barely heard her words. It was the 
first time I'd seen her without her glasses 
and I was astonished at the fiery beauty 
that blazed in her eyes, and I realized it 
was the dark plastic frames that had given 
her that owlish look. Her smooth cheeks 
were damp and her hair, usually pulled 
severely back from her heart-shaped face, 
was rumpled, giving her the appearance of 
a frightened, but adventure-seeking woman. 

“T don’t know what to think,” Bessie said 
disconsolately. “I’ve never been short be- 
fore—” 

“Short?” 

She nodded gravely. 

“How much?” I gripped her arms tight- 
ly, waiting with bated breath, 

“Well—almost $500. And Mr. Farrell 
will be in to look over the books sometime 
this week.” 

Five hundred dollars! I hadn’t counted 
on being discovered so soon. I’d never had 
any plan, just thought that somehow I’d 
replace the money before anyone knew it 
was gone. Maybe I thought I could make 
it up out of my weekly earnings. But it 
had been impossible. As fast as it 
made, every dollar was spent—on Leetha. 

Bessie had begun her quiet 
again and | oak: her gently to make her 
stop. “What will I do, Vic?” she asked, 
her eyes pleading into mine. 

“The first thing to do is stop worrying,” 
I told her. “Ill bet you made a mistake 
in the figures. If not that, then there must 
be some explanation. Can you stall Far- 
rell off for this week?” 

Bessie nodded. “I could tell him 
more work to do on the books. I 
think I can put him off until next week, 


was 


sobbing 


I’ve 


some 


anyway.” 

“Good. 
checking on our own.” 
shoulder. 

There was something about the look she 
gave me that stuck in one corner of my 
but I was too busy trying to figure 
Hastily, she wiped 


That'd give us time to do some 
I said, patting her 


brain, 
an angle to analyze it. 
her eyes and reaching up. she gave me a 
quick kiss on the cheek. “You're wonder- 
ful!” she said happily. She went to her 
in the cage. For a long time I 
stood there, my thoughts a jumble and my 
emotions oddly mixed. 


window 


Y CLOSING TIME, I had worked out 


a plan. All I had to do, I told myself, 
was to play up to Bessie. With her on my 
side I'd have a much better chance of 


squaring myself. How, I still didn’t know. 
I'd just have to trust to luck. 

I went to work as usual at the drug store 
and after an hour or so, I slipped into a 
phone booth and called Bessie. She was 
home, as I had guessed, and was so excited 
it sounded as if she dropped the telephone. 

“Vic!” “What on earth 
has happened? Is something wrong?” 

“Does something have to be wrong for me 


she exclaimed. 


to call you?” 
“Why, no. But—” 
“T just felt like saying hello,” I said 


casually. 

















Smart Young Women 
TREAT 


UGLY ITCHING of SKIN 


- 
Q-u-i-c-k 

Scratching of itching eczema, pimples, 
rashes, ringworms can disfigure skin 
and cause infection. For the reliet of 
such itching there is nothing finer or 
faster than Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment. Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
contains 11 ingredients, and for 5 gen- 
erations has contained the wonder drug 
chlorophyll and amazing, soothing, 
lanolin of which you hear so much to- 
day. .Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS Oint- 
ment has been proved for over 100 years 
by millions of users, and proved again 
by the recent clinical tests of a noted 
physician. Only 25c at drug and toiletry 
counters. 75c economy size contains 4 
times as much. Guaranteed satisfaction 
or money back. And to complete com- 
exten beauty use Palmer's SKIN 
UCCESS Soap 25c. Effectively medi- 
cated, and also removes skin bacteria, 
chief cause of parapet odor. 





Palner's SKIN SUCCESS 


SOAP & OINTMENT 
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With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
FRE FE: RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 


GOIN HOME—Fats Domino $.89 
MY SONG—Johnny Ace 89 
TING-A-LING—The Clovers 89 
LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Llioyd Price 89 
THE BELLS ARE RINGING Smiley Lewis 89 
DADDY DADDY—Ruth Brown 89 
JUKE—Little Walter 89 
THEM THERE EYES—Varetta Dillard 89 
CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon 89 
MY HEART’S DESIRE—Jimmy Lee 89 
ONE MINT JULEP—The Clovers. . 88 
NIGHT AND DAY—Roy Milton 89 
IT HURTS ME $O—John Lee Hooker 89 
DADDY PINOCCHIO—Jimmy Witherspoon 83 


DIG IT—Joe Houston 

YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU—B. B. King 

BLUES SHUFFLE— Maxwell Davis 

WHEN | LOOK AT YOU—Encores........., 

SHE ROCKS—The Cardinals 

HE’S MY MAN-—Marie Adams 

’'M YOURS—Varetta Dillard 

BACKBITER—T. J. Fowler 

LET’S CALL IT A DAY—Sonny Thompson 

I'LL DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS— Sonny Thompson. 

MARY JO—Four Blazes 

POOR POOR ME-—-Fats Domino 

LOOPED— Tommy Ridgely 

§-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown 

NEW ORLEANS WOMEN — Roscoe Gordon 

SOME DAY SOME WHERE- 

GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS. Marie Adams 

HELP ME BLUES—Mel Walker 

WALKIN THE BOOGIE—John Lee Hooker 

BALD HEADED WOMAN —Lightnin Hopkins 

A LETTER TO LIGHTNIN HOPKINS— 
Brownie McGhee 

THE RIVER—Floyd Dixon 

BLUE TANGO—Maxwell Davis 

WITHOUT YOUR LOVE—Charies Brown 

PLEASE HAVE MERC Y—Muddy Waters 

GUITAR SHUFFLE—Lowell Fulson 

NO MORE DOGGIN—Roscoe Gordon 

ROLL MR. JELLY—Amos Milburn 

$O TIRED—Roy Milton 

EASY EASY BABY—Varetta Dillard 

HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 

BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 

COUNTRY BO Y—Muddy Waters 

NIGHT TRAIN—Jimmy Forrest 

3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. Kin 

HEAVENLY FATHER—Edna McGriff 

UNION STATION BLUES—John Lee Hooker 

DUST MY BROOM—Elmo James 

DO IT IF YOU WANNA—Sonny Boy Williamson 

That’s What You’re Doing to Me—The Dominoes 

TROUBLE IN MIND—Amos Milburn 

HOWLIN WOLF BOOGIE—Howlin Wolf 

CHICA BOO—Lioyd Glenn te 

CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner 

COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins... 

GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins 

LONG WAY FROM TEXAS—Lightnin Hopkins 

STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters 

SHE LOVES ME—Muddy Waters 


SPIRITUALS 


THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers. .89 
BLESSED BE THE NAME—Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
PRECIOUS MEMORIES—Five Blind Boys...... 89 
WILL HE WELCOME Me THERE—Nightingales .89 
HOW MUCH WE CAN BEAR—Gay Sisters...... 89 
The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones... .89 
MERCY OH LORD—Bro. Joe May............. 89 
STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy.............. 89 
| WILL TRUST IN THE LORD—Clara Ward... .89 
OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan............ 89 
HOW ABOUT YOU—Pilgrim Travelers.......... 89 
WORLD PRAYER--Five Blind Boys........... 89 
HE'S SO WONDERFUL —Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro .89 
GET AWAY JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes..... 89 
I'M SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes ............ 89 
PRECIOUS LORD—Bro. Joe May.............. 89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy.. .89 
COMING HOME—Five Blind Boys............. 89 
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OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys....... 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys. aie aleare 
HOW | GOT OVER—Clara Ward............ ; 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers........ 
Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singers. Se 
GONNA BUILD ON THAT SHORE-—Soul Stirrers 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers...... 
LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers........ 
SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers.......... 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers. . 
LORD HOLD MY HAND—Pilgrim Travelers... . 
JESUS I'M THANKFUL—Pilgrim Travelers.... 
Jesus Met Woman at Well—Pilgrim Travelers.... 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers....... 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singer 
DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe M 
SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May. 
What Are They Doing In Heaven— 
Dixie Humming Birds .89 
Mother | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters..... .89 
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she said. her voice softening. 
“Hello.” I didn’t know what to say next 
and there was a long pause. Finally I 
blurted out, “How'd you like to pick me 
up here at closing time?” 
I heard her catch her breath, then say in 
a rush of words, “I'd love to, Vic!” 
“Good. Ill be looking for you,” I said. 
I think I had originally planned to play 
up to Bessie and get her interested enough 
in me so I could tell her I'd taken the 
money. Then I could count on her to help 
me get out of the jam. But things started 
going wrong from the moment she walked 
in. I’d changed my uniform and was sit- 
ting on an empty stool waiting for her. The 
girl who breezed in and called out a cheery 
at least, not 


“Hello,” 


greeting to me was not Bessie 
the Bessie I'd been seeing at work. 

She had on a billowy skirt and sheer 
blouse that made her look like a sweet girl 
graduate. She’d done something exciting 
to her hair. She wasn’t wearing her glasses. 
It was as if I were seeing her for the first 
time and again the little pang I'd felt that 
day in the office constricted my chest. 

“Want to know something?” she smiled. 
as we left the drug store. “I'd just about 
given up hope of this ever happening. | 
know I’m going to have a grand time, Vic!” 

What could I say? I couldn't tell her 
the real reason I was playing up to her. 
Not then, anyway. I'd have to wait a while. 
I returned her smile and said: “It was 
bound to happen sooner or later. I’m glad 
it’s tonight. Honestly. Bessie, you look 
scrumptious!” 

A curious thing happened. I began to 
mean the jive I was handing Bessie! I 
paid her all the pretty compliments a wom- 
an likes and was surprised to find that they 
were all true. She was charming; I did 
enjoy being out with her. Bessie fairly 
blossomed under my attentions. 

At the end of the evening I was really 
sorry it was ended. [ still hadn’t men- 
tioned the missing money. I realized with 
a start as [ said goodnight outside her 
door. “Bessie.” I began uncertainly. 
“About that business down at the office—” 

She put her hand over my mouth and 
smiled mischievously. “You can talk about 
anything except that. I want to forget the 
office and everything about it until the 
morning. Don’t spoil tonight for me. Vic.” 

I shifted uneasily. “Well—I 
there’s nothing to say except goodnight.” 

“You could say whether you enjoyed 
yourself,” she suggested. “You could say 
whether you liked me—just a little, may- 
be?” 

“More than just a little.” I hastened to 
assure her. “Why, I think——I think—” 

We were standing close together and I 
was gazing deep into her dark brown eyes. 

Then I felt her in my arms and her soft, 
quivering lips were the only realities in the 
whole universe. 

I finally managed to tear her arms from 
around my neck, and telling her a hoarse 
goodbye I hurried outside where the breeze 
cooled my feverish forehead. 

Unable to think clearly, 


guess 


I wandered 


around for almost an hour before heading 
Everything seemed to be going 
around in circles. Bessie was in love with 
me, but I loved Leetha—or did I? I was 

longer positive of that. I had stolen 
$500, of that I was sure. It had to be re- 
placed, only I couldn’t raise anywhere near 
that amount. Therefore, I could face the 
music, or I could run out. 

All these conflicting thoughts were still 
burning through my confused mind when 
I arrived home. Maybe Leetha will help 
me decide what I should do, I prayed in- 
wardly. But no one answered my greeting 
when I walked in, the moment before | 
saw the letter propped up on the dresser. 

Dazedly, I stuck a cigarette between my 
lips and sank down on the edge of the bed. 
After several moments, I reached out and 
took the note. I was already too numb to 
be shocked by the contents— 


for home. 


Please forgive me, Vic. For the past 
week there’s been someone else—I’ve 
gone to him. Please try to understand. 
It was great while it lasted, but I warned 


you. . 
Leetha 


I sat and thought steadily the rest of that 
night. With the dawn the cobwebs had been 
cleared from my brain. I could see things 
in their true light. By the next morning. 
I knew what I had to do. I telephoned my 
landlady and told her I was going away 
for a while and wasn’t sure when I’d be 
back. 

Then I went to the office. Farrell wasn’t 
there, but Bessie was. She ran over to 
me when I entered, but I held her away. 
“It’s no good. Bessie,” I said sadly. “You 
won't be so glad to see me when I tell you 
what I’ve done. Maybe you'll even want 
to call the cops.” I reached for the phone. 
“But I'll save you the trouble.” 

She put her hand on mine and drew it 
away from the instrument. There were 
tears in her eyes as she said, “Don’t you 
think I know? I may be in love with you, 
so crazy in love I can't see straight, but I 
can still add two and two.” 

I was astonished. “You mean, you knew 
all along?” 

She nodded and went to her purse. She 
took out a slim brown envelope and laid it 
in my hand. Inside, there were five $100 
bills. “Now you don’t have to go any 
place,” she said simply. She held up a 
cancelled bank book, then tossed it into a 
waste basket. I could only stand there 
dumbly shaking my head. 

That’s all there is to tell. A year later. 
after I had worked hard, saved every possi- 
ble penny and repaid her, Bessie and | 
were married. I learned that the adoring 
way she looked at me was neither an act 
nor an accident. 

Yes, that’s all there is to tell—except 
the payoff. Leetha, I learned later, had 
run off with some no-good fellow and was 
supporting him by working in a laundry! 

As I said, love is a funny thing... . 


THE END 
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A Woman’s 
Place Is 
Not In 

The Home 


(Continued from Page 25) 

bother much about going out. We say that 
night clubbing is behind us now. Besides, 
we see so much of night clubs in connec- 
tion with Louis’ work. It’s real pleasure to 
us to just stay home quietly. Louis never 
wants for something to do. When he isn’t 
working with his horn, we work together 
on his forthcoming biography which he is 
recording on tape. 

I’ve known people who shuddered when 
they thought of my travelling on the road. 
“It’s so rough,” they observe. “There are so 
many hardships.” Louis and I have been 
extremely fortunate. It isn’t too often that 
he has to make those excruciating long- 
nighter series. But we do sometimes. And 
it is true that this kind of tour is rough on 
you. Your hours are so inconsistent. The 
food situation is unpredictable. Your whole 
life gets turned around. We are lucky to 
be able to travel mainly by air. That cuts 
out a great part of the problem. 

“How can you manage in the South?” 
friends ask. They have heard a great deal 
about the hardships entertainers of our race 
face when in that part of the country. We 
get around that problem very simply. We 
ask questions, gain information and learn 
where we are wanted and where we aren't. 
As race-conscious as both of us are, we are 
in show business and not the crusading 
business. We know that when we get to a 
Southern city, all we have to do is find 
some tracks and we'll find some of our 
people. 

Ironically, the only unpleasant expe- 
rience I can recall happened, not in the 
South, but in Fort Sill, Oklahoma. We 
had played a dance at an Army camp and 
were starved after it was over. Some of the 
GI’s had directed us to a little restaurant 
down the road. Louis, of course, has a 
mixed group. Jack Teagarden was with us 
at that time. The bus let us off at the 
restaurant and went off to refuel. There 
we were on this lonely road giving the 
once-over to the restaurant which didn’t 
look promising, either from the standpoint 
of satisfying the appetite or welcoming our 
brown skins. 

Earl Hines and Cozy Coles decided to 
make a stab at it. They walked in and 
sat down. The waitress walked all around 
them. Then Louis and I went in. Ear! told 
us it didn’t look as though we were going 
to be served. At that point, the waitress 
came along and confirmed the fact that we 
weren’t welcome. We started out of the 
place, but the waitress could find nothing 
better to do than to follow us out the door, 
arguing about our nerve in expecting to 
be served. Next came a couple of local 
yokels who took a quick look at the situa- 




















ls Your Hair Breaking 

and Splitting at Ends 
Because 

It’s Dry and Brittle? 






YOU'LL SEE AND FEEL A THRILLING 
DIFFERENCE IN 3 DAYS OR MONEY BACK! 


Are you one of thousands and thousands of women whose hair 
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lecided that Southern womanhood 
insulted by a party of interracial 
ees. They began asking us ques- 
anting to know why we were in- 
waitress. Someone mentioned 
ime in the melee and the attitude 
1itress changed completely. 
ire you Louis Armstrong?” she 
Why sure you can come in. I’m 
trong fan.” 
hanked her but firmly refused the 
None of us felt too good out 
that strange town, almost in the 


ost beautiful sight met our eyes 
later—the bus coming down the 
You know what size a bus door is. 
we all made the door at the same 
| out of town real fast we had busi- 


en incidents like this, if they were 
pen every day, would scare me away 
place by Louis’ side. Maybe my 
loyalty to Louis stems from the 
as I said before, I’ve been in love 
for years—even before I knew 

He represents to me all that is finest 


business. 
business has been a part of me 


a while. I was born and raised 
Bronx, New York. My parents were 
ians. Dad was in business and when 

ume, the business, like so many 
went. I began working at Harlem’s 
ra Theatre, doing stock. A. year 
alf later I went into the Broadway 
“Flying Colors,” staying for the 
1-month run of the production. The 
months I doubled in the Cotton 
taying there until the much-publi- 
Harlem rioting when whites became 
coming uptown and the club closed 
Off I went to Europe with Lew Les- 
ickbirds. I was happy there and in- 
to stay. I was doing well as an ar- 
del, working in night clubs, the- 

1 music halls. 
when authorities stopped honoring 
in Express checks, I saw the hand- 
yn the wall. I came home and, four 
later, Hitler started the death 

cross Europe. 

back to the Cotton Club for me 

fall, Tan and Terrific” show which 

Calloway and the Nicholas Broth- 

club had moved downtown and 

en I met Louis. I had dreamed of 
-eting for years because, from the 
ne | ever saw in pictures or heard 
stage this gravel-throated genius 
mmunicated so much joy. so much 

»f spirit, I had known that, in real 

would be a most genuine and lova- 
m. Louis and I became engaged 
after that, bowing to his wishes, 

1 out of show business. 

sorry that [ did. For actually, 
Louis keeps me in show business. 
» same contacts, observe the same 
Somehow I feel that my show 
ackground helped in making my 
with Louis the success it has prov- 


In my opinion, there is nothing so broad- 
ening, so calculated to deepen a person's 
mind as show business or other areas in 
public life. In the business, you meet so 
many people, so many different types of 
people. You learn how to get along with 
them, to respect them, to be unselfish. You 
don’t live the sheltered life which often 
blinds people to their responsibility to 
others. 

My show business background probably 
contributes a great deal to my liking for 
travel with Louis. 

Among the questions which have been 
asked me is this: 

“Would you travel with Louis if you had 
children?” 

I am certain that I would. Unfortunate- 
ly Louis and I don’t have offspring. We 
would have dozens if we could. But, even 
if we did, I would have the same attitude 
about travelling with him. I think that 
often husbands are neglected for children. 
I think a good wife and mother has to be 
able to find a way to give equal love and 
attention to her husband and her children. 
Sometimes doing that will take miracles. 
Love can accomplish miracles. 


OUIS AND I share a good life. We 
have had to make adjustments, of 
course. We have had and have disagree- 
ments. We are only human. It’s a 
funny thing, though, how many disagree- 
ments which we never have are manufac- 
tured in the press. Once in a while. one 
of our good-intentioned columnist friends 
decides that Louis and Lucille haven’t been 
in the limelight recently so they say to 
themselves: “Guess Ill put something in.” 
I remember one magazine spread which 
showed me in a new coat and which was 
captioned that Louis and I had been spat- 
ting. We hadn’t had a quarrel in months. 
When I got home from the West Coast once, 
all my good friends were telling me that Ed 
Sullivan and Louella Parsons had carried 
like items. I read a Dorothy Kilgallen 
report that she was ‘ 
were together again.” 
charming couple.” 
News that we had ever been separated 


‘so happy to know we 


We were “such a 


was news to us. 

If we took all these things seriously, it 
might do something to our relationship, 
but we laugh them off. 

The thing we think is funniest is that 
when we do have our disagreements, no 
one ever knows about them. 

Disagreements notwithstanding. Pops 
and I believe our marriage is here to stay. 
Some of my friends who think they know 
what I think and who are sincerely inter- 
ested in my welfare, are looking forward 
to the day when Louis “retires.” That’s 
a laugh. I don’t believe there'll ever be 
retirement for Louis. His horn is his life. 
If we hadn’t started out together right, 
with understanding and my knowing how 
much it meant in our lives. I could have 
been jealous of that horn. But I’m not. 


I know that when the time comes for Louis 
to blow, to get his lip in shape, everything 
stops. 

Of course the day will come when Pops 
won't be able to blow any longer. But 
retire? Never. He has so many talents 
which he can apply to show business. He 
can write. sing, coach and a number of 
other things. True, his pace must change. 
That’s life. But I’m not anxious for the 
day to come when we can live in the ivy 
covered cottage and watch the sun set. I’m 
happy now. I’m not planning to be any- 
thing else. When changes come along, 
Louis will decide what he wants to do and 
I'll go along with him. We don’t make 
blueprints for living. We believe in living 
each and every day fully. 

Don’t you think a woman’s life is full 
and rich when she has a husband who is 
idolized by hundreds of thousands; a hus- 
band who tells her that every song he sings 
is done with her in mind. After all these 
years, it’s kind of nice to hear things like 
that. 

One thing that makes me certain our life 
together will continue to be wonderful is 
the conclusion I come to when I analyze 
Louis’ career. I think that, down through 
the years, he has maintained a certain 
consistency. Some say he has reached his 
peak. I think he has always been climbing 
to peaks and always going the same way— 
up. In the twenties, he was young and gay 
and happy. doing the skit-dat-do songs. In 
the thirties came “Confessin’,” “Ain’t Mis- 
behavin’,” “Black and Blue,” and “I Cover 
The Waterfront.” Louis was a little older, 
calming down a little. 

Now. in the fifties, I like to think—per- 
haps a bit boastfully, but nevertheless sin- 
cerely. that Louis is contented and that he 
is expressing that mood in his music of 
today. He has seen life. He has lived it. 
He has found a certain groove which goes 
with him. He hasn’t lost his great vitality, 
but there are different thoughts in his mind 
and feelings in his heart. He has selected 
what he wants and discarded the rest. That 
accounts for this great thing he’s putting 
down in music today. 

As I said before. this hasn’t come about 
through a plan. We never sat down and 
made rules for ourselves. No matter what 
you talk over, you've got to live it and find 
out your mistakes as you go. 

We don’t make rules for each other 
either. Despite my constant travel with 
Louis, there are no restrictions on his time. 
He has no ball and chain, isn’t straining 
on a leash. 

I trust him and he trusts me. 

I can’t help feeling that I’m the luckiest ; 
woman on God’s earth—to have an idol 
like Louis; to meet him, to marry him— 
and to have him want me with him always. 

Yes, woman’s place is in the home. And 
I am in my place and intend to remain | 
there—right with Louis. His heart is the 
home of my loyalty and my love. 


THE END 
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